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PREFACE. 



"It is a very hard thing, I suppose," says Dr. 
Arnold, "to read" (either a book or a character) "at 
once passionately and critically; by no means to be 
cold, captious, sneering, or scoffing; to admire great- 
ness and goodness with an intense love and venera- 
tion, yet to judge all things, to be the slave neither 
of names nor of parties, and to sacrifice even the 
most beautiful associations for the sake of truth." 
Yet this is the duty of a biographer, and I have 
tried, however unsuccessfully, to fulfil it, and thus 
to aim at presenting a faithful portrait to my 
readers. 

The engraving which stands as a frontispiece to 
this book is, I am sorry to say, a failure in some 
important respects. It was executed under unfor- 
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6 PREFACE. 

tunate circumstances.. Mr. Jeens was seriously ill 
when he undertook it, and he was never able to 
work at it at all with his own hand. 

Hence, although it will give some idea to those 
who did not know Dorothy Pattison, of the regu- 
larity of form for which her features were remark- 
able, it has not even a trace of that subtle and 
beautiful expression by which her friends chiefly re- 
member her face, or of the youthful softness and 
roundness which she never lost. 

There is little doubt, I think, judging by Mr. 
Jeens' other works, that he would have been able 
to give to the engraving the spirit and life in which 
it is now wholly wanting, and of which the original 
photograph has a certain portion. 

I am aware that many stories are told about 
Sister Dora, both in Walsall and elsewhere, pos- 
sessing an element of the marvellous, nay, of the 
supernatural, which would have made her biography 
sensational, as well as more interesting. But as I 
never heard one of these stories from her own lips, 
and as they seem to me altogether to lack the 
reasonable confirmation of sober-minded persons, I 
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prefer to avoid the controversy to which, if they 
were told as facts, they would inevitably give rise. 

Although the power to work miracles, once given 
to faithful men, seems to have been lost, perhaps 
because, no one faithful enough to wield it is ever 
found, there are still "more things in heaven and 
earth than are dreamt of in our philosophy," and I 
dare not use the word "impossible" with regard to 
the "visions" which some people suppose Sister 
Dora to have seen, and the supernatural communi- 
cations which they affirm were made to her. 

But I incline rather to the belief that such ideas 
about her had a very simple and natural origin, in 
the veneration in which her great powers were 
justly held, by the ignorant and superstitious, 
as well as by the credulous among the educated, 
who easily persuaded themselves that what she 
achieved was due rather to supernatural agency, 
than to a singular combination of genius and self- 
devotion. 

I desire heartily to thank all my friends, gentle 
and simple, too numerous to be here mentioned by 
name, for the kind sympathy and ready help they 
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have given me, by granting me interviews, lend- 
ing me letters, and sending contributions to this 
memoir, without which it could never have been 
put together. 

M. L. 
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CHAPTER I. 
CHILDHOOD AND EARLY LIFE; 1 832- 1 852. 

** In a far village, little known, 
She dwelt." 

Dorothy Wyndlow Pattison was bom at the 
village of Hauxwell, near Richmond, in the North 
Riding of Yorkshire, on January i6th, 1832. Her 
father, the Rev. Mark James Pattison, for many 
years rector of Hauxwell, belonged to a Devonshire 
family. Her mother, whose name was Winn, was 
of Yorkshire descent, being the daughter of a banker 
at Richmond, who had property in the place. 
Dorothy was the youngest but one of Mr. and Mrs. 
Pattison's twelve children, the eldest and the youngest 
of the family being sons, the rest daughters. 
Dorothy inherited beauty of feature from her mother, 
and from her father a well-proportioned figure and 
fine bearing. 
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No account *of her early days can be complete 
without some description of the country where she 
was bom and brought up, and which evidently 
exercised upon her character a marked influence 
throughout her life. Hauxwell is a tiny village 
lying on the southern slope of a hill, from whence 
an extensive view of the moors and Wensleydale is 
obtained. It contains between two and three hun- 
dred inhabitants. The rectory is a pretty little 
dwelling, some half-mile from the church, which is 
a fine old building much shut in by trees. The 
whole village, even on a bright summer day, gives 
the traveller an impression of intense quiet, if not 
of dulness: but in the winter, when the snow lies 
thickly for weeks together in the narrow lane, the 
only thoroughfare of the place; when the distant 
moors also look cold in their garment of white, and 
the large expanse of sky is covered with leaden- 
coloured clouds; when the very streams with which 
the country abounds are frozen into silence, — then 
indeed may Hauxwell be called a lonely village. 

Very little can be discovered in the history of 
Dorothy Pattison's early days which in any way 
tends to explain her after life. She was a very 
delicate child, and the pet and darling of her elder 
sisters, through whose constant care she outlived 
many serious attacks of illness during her infancy 
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and childhood. In spite of continual ailments, she 
early showed the sweetness and evenness of temper 
which distinguished her in after life, added to a 
spirit of fun and mischief which seemed at times 
almost to possess her. She was not allowed, on 
account of her health, to "do lessons" regularly like 
other children; but she showed an aptitude for 
learning without being taught, and for picking up 
crumbs of information, which she digested rapidly 
in her vigorous little mind. "She learnt as if by 
instinct, and gathered experience and judgment 
from everyday life," says one of her sisters. 

She began in early childhood her habit of minute 
observation, and of storing up in her brain what she 
saw and heard, from which she drew, sometimes 
a right, sometimes a wrong, but never an idle in- 
ference. Perhaps her life among the moors may 
have had something to do with the early develop- 
ment of this power; for the dwellers upon wide 
trackless country, be it moorland or mountain, are 
unconsciously trained to observe the smallest in- 
dications of a path, often no more than mere sticks, 
or stones, or a strange-looking bush, or tree stunted 
by the bleak moorland wind; but above all do they 
study the signs of the sky, showing the speedy 
approach of storms, almost unnoticed by dwellers 
in a city or thickly wooded country. 
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Dorothy gained the character of a quiet, collected 
child, mainly because she was not strong enough to 
follow her natural inclination always to exert her 
bodily as well as her mental powers; and thus she 
grew accustomed, when almost a baby, to exercise 
her mind, although she was delighted, whenever 
she felt strong enough, to rush about the house 
after her sisters, and not only to join in, but to 
originate, schemes for fun and mischief. The life 
of the Pattison family was so entirely uneventful, 
that it might have been dull but for the energy and 
imagination displayed by the younger members in 
finding amusement and occupation for themselves. 
Dorothy's quiet determination to have her own way 
began to show itself, as such qualities always must, 
while she was very young; she displayed, however, 
no violent wilfulness, and her disposition and tem- 
perament were eminently lovable and unselfish. If 
she could not get her own way easily, she did not 
give it up, or take refuge in sulks, or in an out- 
break of temper, like most children; rather, the 
meeting with opposition seemed to stimulate her 
active mind to find a device for getting her way 
somehow. 

Here is one of her own stories to illustrate this. 
She and her next sister had what they were pleased 
to consider extremely ugly velvet bonnets for 
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Sunday wear. Complaints, however, were useless; 
and, as usual, Dorothy's brains were set to work 
to accomplish her end. One very rainy day the 
children knew that Mrs. Pattison was gone out for 
a long drive: Dorothy ran to her sister and said, 
"Be quick; now's our chance for spoiling our 
bonnets!" 

They fetched the obnoxious articles and put 
them on, threw open the library window, stuck 
their heads well out, and let the rain work its 
worst upon the velvet. Then, at Dora's suggestion, 
and not at all with a view of hiding what they 
had done, but merely to complete the operation, 
they put the bonnets away, soaking wet as they 
were, into their boxes. Sunday morning came; 
where were the bonnets? Dora replied firmly, 
"Quite spoilt; we can never wear them any more." 
They were condemned, however, to wear them; and 
not on that Sunday alone, but for many Sundays 
afterwards, they appeared in church with the monu- 
ments of failure upon their heads. 

Both Mr. and Mrs. Pattison kept their children 
in good order, insisting upon strict obedience; and 
although Dorothy was petted on account of her ill 
health, and almost idolized by her sisters, she was 
not spoilt. When she was about fourteen she had 
the most serious of all her illnesses, accompanied 
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with terrible spasms, which caused her much suflfer- 
ing, and lasted for some months. She seemed then 
to develop the power, which must have been 
quietly growing in her, of extraordinary fortitude 
in bearing pain and weariness, combined with an 
aptitude for always looking on the bright side of 
everything, a habit which never forsook her through 
life. After this illness her health began to improve, 
and she was able again to take her part in the 
family life. 

There is no evidence that at this time she 
showed any special interest in sick persons. The 
whole family were devoted to the care of the 
people in the village, the sisters walking out, two 
together, carrying little cans containing soup or 
food for those who wanted it. Nor did Dorothy ia 
any way distinguish herself more than the others 
in parish work, which, be it remembered, was not 
in those days organized as it is now. Mrs. Patti- 
son's family had established for many generations 
a reputation for open-handedness and liberality, 
and these qualities were inherited in no common 
degree by all the children, but especially by 
Dorothy, Not merely charity, but hospitality to 
the poor as well as to the rich, was their habit 
through life. Comforts abounded in their home; 
feut these seem chiefly to have been valued because 



A BIOGRAFHV. 1 7 

they furnished the means of bringing happiness 
into the lives of others. The girls were always 
planning how to save their money to give it away, 
and they made a rule of carefully mending and 
remaking their old clothes, in order that they might 
not have to buy new ones — their mother rightly 
requiring that they should be neatly and properly 
dressed. Giving away their dinners, and dining 
on bread and cheese themselves, seems to have 
been an ordinary occurrence. It could not, of 
course, have been necessary, but they chose to do 
it because it was no pleasure to them to give away 
to others what cost them nothing. In fact, giving 
to others, instead of spending on themselves, seems 
to have been the rule and delight of their lives; 
for not only did they Uberally bestow money, but 
time, instruction, powers of mind and body, and 
above all, love and pity to those around them; and 
they reaped the sure reward in the devotion of the 
people to them and their interests. 

And in this devotion of herself to others, Dorothy 
was in no wise behind the rest of the family, as the 
following anecdote testifies. While she was travelling 
abroad, a schoolboy in the village, who was specially 
attached to her, fell ill q| ThmiQ|^^ti^ ^W>> ^'^M^of 
boy's one longing was to .spo^'S^s^ Qoya*^ ^k^. ™? i5^ 
and as he grew worse and lttck&i&Uk&d>jstii_s^e ^i< 
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not come home, he constantly prayed that he might 
live to see her. On the day on which she was ex- 
pected he sat up on his pillows intently listening, 
and at last, long before any one else could hear a 
sound of wheels, he exclaimed, "There she is! 
there's Miss Dora!" and sank back. She went to 
him at once, and stayed with him, nursing him till 
he died. This seems to be the only instance of 
her having shown in early youth any aptitude for 
nursing sick people, and this was rather the out- 
pouring of the spirit of helpfulness towards others, 
particularly towards those whom she loved, than any 
special taste for nursing itself. 

One work, however, in which she highly dis- 
tinguished herself at this time was the care of the 
village choir, which she brought into excellent order, 
and kept together with ability. She had herself, 
like most people from the Yorkshire moorlands, a 
love for music, and a clear and powerful voice, with 
that peculiar roundness and richness of sound about 
it only to be heard in the favoured district where 
every boy and girl seems to be bom singing. 

As Dorothy's health grew stronger, she became 
very fond of riding. She was a good and daring 
horsewoman, and both her physical and mental 
powers were strengthened and developed by active 
exercise in the open air; and thus she cultivated 
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what was well termed by one of her sisters "that 
independence of character and ready decision in 
action which afterwards highly distinguished her." 
She was always riding across country, and loved, 
as every Yorkshire man or woman loves, to follow 
the hounds'; going to the meets with her brothers, 
and knowing uncommonly well how to keep up with 
the field. Many a time in after years has she de- 
lighted the hearts of her patients by stories of her 
rides across the wild Yorkshire moorlands, firing 
especially the imagination of the big boys, who, 
with their ready admiration for display of physical 
courage, were irresistibly fascinated by a woman 
in whom they saw combined resolution of body and 
mind. 

Next to riding, she liked nothing so well as 
driving herself about in a pony carriage, and up to 
the last summer of her life she enjoyed spending a 
short holiday with her brother-in-law and driving 
on her native moors. Nothing could exceed her 
activity in all kinds of outdoor exercise, such as 
running, jumping, and playing games: and she en- 
tered into anything of the nature of a hunt, whether 
of fox, hare, or rat, with the zest and vigour of a 
boy. 

By the time she was twenty years old Dora, as 
she now liked to be called, had lost every sign of 
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delicacy, and had become a tall, strong, healthy 
woman, vigorous both at work and play, and vdth 
a restless energy which would not be satisfied with 
inaction of body or mind for one single moment 
She had an everlasting flow of animal spirits, 
bubbling over in fim, and a keen sense of the 
humorous side of things in general, and of human 
nature in particular, which she sought to gratify by 
every means in her power. 

A neighbour writes thus of her early life: "Her 
merry laugh still rings in my ears;" and another 
friend says: "I have known nothing of Dora for 
many years, but always think of her as the bright, 
bonnie maiden singing about the house." Although 
her education had been necessarily very intermittent, 
her intelligence seemed to supply whatever might 
be wanting. , An atmosphere of cultivation pervaded 
the house, and whatever she was doing, she was 
always thinking; and everything new and old be- 
came for her matter of close meditation and con- 
sideration. 

The world, of which she knew practically nothing 
at all, was a subject on which she exercised her 
vivid imagination; and her future life, and what she 
should do with i^, were constantly uppermost in her 
mind. What direct education she had must have 
been, in those days, more like that of a boy than 
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of a girl; and in later years she often lamented that 
hard work had left her no time to keep up her 
knowledge. Indirectly she learnt a great deal from 
her sisters, and still more from her elder brother, 
Mr. Mark Pattison, of Lincoln College, Oxford, who 
employed her occasionally to copy for him, and at 
whose dictation she used to write. 

Those who knew her at this time of her life say 
that her personal beauty was very remarkable. She 
was tall and slender, about five feet seven inches in 
height, and perfectly well made: to her figure the 
word "fine" must be applied, because no other word 
so aptly describes it. Her hands were small and 
beautifully formed; no amount of hard work could 
destroy their symmetry, although it could and did 
leave upon them traces which were unmistakable, 
and of which she was extremely proud. She would 
say laughingly sometimes in later Ufe, "I cannot 
wear sevens just now, I have been doing such hard 
work." Her features were, nearly perfect in their 
regularity, the forehead singularly wide and high, 
with a peculiar formation of the head, of which a 
surgeon once remarked that he should have taken it 
in any one else to indicate a tendency which had 
been overcome to water on the brain, but that he 
knew in her case it meant only remarkable mental 
qualities. Her mouth, which when shut was smaU, 
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with full red lips, opened rather widely when she 
spoke or laughed, and showed to the day of her 
death a perfect row of white teeth. In the comers 
of it there always lurked an expression of fun, with 
which her not large but very brilliant dark-brown 
eyes, set widely apart, twinkled their merry sym- 
pathy. Perhaps later on in life the powerful form 
of her chin and jaw, reminding people of Dante's 
profile, became too marked for beauty; at the age of 
twenty, however, the dark, tightly curling brown hair, 
waving all over her head, which no amount of 
cutting off or covering with caps could ever smooth, 
the softness and roundness of youth, the extreme 
beauty and delicacy of her whole colouring and 
complexion, added to the liveliness of her expression, 
made her a fascinating creature to look upon. She 
was popular with all classes in her own village and 
neighbourhood, possessing that most justly winning 
of gifts, a courteous and naturally sympathetic man- 
ner and mode of address, with a ready flow of 
words. 

It is not wonderful that this combination of per- 
sonal and mental graces should have made her 
highly attractive, and eminently fitted to shine in 
society, for which she had a natural inclination. 
One of her characteristics was an intense love of 
amusement, and of getting fun out of everything; 
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and this she conveyed in no mean degree to others, 
through the medium of her own ready wit and 
originality of expression. She had a large share of 
.practical common sense, with a good deal of the 
shrewdness inseparable from the Yorkshire character, 
and possessed the faculty for hitting the right nail 
on the head, and for seeing to the bottom of a well. 
But the strongest of all her natural inclinations was 
the love of giving and of helping others; spending 
and being spent for them wa9 a delight to her, and 
it- seemed as if she could derive no real happiness 
from anything which did not involve a sacrifice of 
herself in some way or other. 

It will be said that a perfect character, with 
human sympathies indeed, but with no human fail- 
ings, is here described; but there will be found in 
the history of Dorothy Pattison's laborious life, to- 
gether with the gradual development of her vigorous 
and healthy moral nature, her vivid imagination and 
power of realizing things unseen and immortal, the 
record also of human weaknesses and infirmities not 
few or small, of struggles and grapplings with moral 
disease and temptation in some of their most danger- 
ous forms, — battles in which she by no means always 
came off victorious, and of some of which she bore 
the scars to her death-bed. 

Her indomitable will, which no earthly power 
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could subdue or master, though it was one of her 
greatest gifts, and enabled her to accomplish an 
almost superhuman work, yet became to her, on 
several occasions, the cause of her greatest diffi- 
culties. 

Her strong power of personal influence — ^that 
subtle, many-sided, most doubtful of blessings to 
the possessor — was not without its snares for her; 
and were any illustration needed to prove that 
signal gifts, whether physical, mental, or moral, 
bring with them such heavy responsibilities that 
they must have their coimterbalancing disadvan- 
tages, that illustration would be furnished by the 
life of Dorothy Pattison. 
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LIFE AT LmUE WOOLSTON, COATHAM, AND WALSALL: 

1861-1867. 



**But then, you see, she was a real princess. 
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After Dora had reached the age of twenty, there 
were yet nine years which she passed, to all out- 
ward appearance, quietly at home. But it was not 
in her nature to be passive and take life as it came; 
she was always burning to exercise her physical 
powers in some vigorous pursuit. A wild country 
life, in which there must always be an element of 
monotony, if not of stagnation, could not satisfy, her. 
Her enthusiasm and spirit of adventure were roused 
by Miss Nightingale's work during the Crimean War. 
She wanted to join the band of women who went 
out as nurses, and implored her father to let her go. 
He wisely refused, telling her that, untrained and 
undisciplined as she was, she would be worse than 
useless, adding that she had enough to employ her 
at home, if she would only think so. Outwardly 
Dorothy acquiesced, but she seems to have been 
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inwardly restless under her disappointment. Her 
craving, however, for work in the world, in a comer 
of which she seemed condemned to sit apart from 
the busy crowd, did not interfere with her duty to 
her parents. Her mother was a great invalid, and 
Dorothy, with her next sister, did most of the nursing 
which she required. Dora's never-failing spirits made 
her the life of the house; her father called her his 
"sunshine," and she was considered good company 
by both her brothers. She spent several long vaca- 
tions with the elder of them, helping him with the 
mechanical part of his work, and no doubt receiving 
in return large benefit from her intercourse with the 
refined and cultivated intellect of a man much older 
than herself 

Her too vivid imagination was, at this time of 
her life, cultivated at the expense of more useful 
though less brilliant qualities. Partly her natural 
turn of mind, and partly her bringing up in a coimtiy 
where superstitions and old wives' tales abound, made 
her peculiarly susceptible of whatever appealed to 
her strong faith in the supernatural, and she was 
wont, at all times of her life, to indulge in presenti- 
ments, and to believe in them as warnings. During 
one of her visits to her brother, she had a dream in 
which her mother appeared to her, drawing back the 
curtain of the bed and calling, **Dora, Dora, Dora!" 
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The dream was so vivid, and the impression which 
it left was so strong, that the next morning she told 
her old servant about it, but forbore to tell her 
brother, for fear he should say, as usual, "Oh, 
it is only one of your silly north-country super- 
stitions." 

No letter came that day from Hauxwell. This 
increased Dora's anxiety, and when the same dream 
returned the next night, her mother calling her as 
before, and looking very worn and ill, Dora could no 
longer refrain from telling her brother that she was 
certain their mother was in danger and wanted her. 
He tried in vain to laugh her out of her intention 
of sending for letters to the neighbouring town; no- 
thing else would satisfy her, and a letter, which had 
been delayed three days, was found containing the 
news of Mrs. Pattison's dangerous illness. Dora went 
at once, and found her mother laid on her death- 
bed. She died soon afterwards. Thus her main 
occupation at home was taken from her; and other 
circumstances not in any way connected with her 
family, and which need not have place in this 
memoir, conspired to increase her longing for an 
actively useful life. 

In some of her visits to Redcar, she had become 
acquainted with certain members of a large working 
Sisterhood, calling themselves the Good Samaritans. 
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Their head-quarters were at Coatham, near Redcar, 
in Yorkshire, where they also kept a Convalescent 
Home, and they were engaged in various other works 
of mercy in different parts of England. Dora's slight 
knowledge of the world and its ways, and her desire 
for real hard work, led her to think that these Sisters, 
labouring for the good of others, were much to be 
envied. Her quiet life at home became more and 
more distasteful to her, and her restlessness was un- 
controllable. Mr. Pattison did not approve of Dora 
leaving her home for such a purpose, and did all in 
his power to prevent it, short of absolutely laying 
upon her his commands, which at her age he would 
hardly, perhaps, have felt justified in doing. Her 
wilfulness was strong, and now first began to assert 
itself in a way which she repented bitterly in her 
after life, and for which no reparation could ever be 
made. "I was very wilful, I did very wrong; let no I 
one take me for an example," were her own words ' 
on her death-bed, when she was speaking about this 
part of her behaviour towards her father. He did 
not, however, perhaps he would not, altogether 
oppose her desire to go and work somewhere, at 
something. 

The end of it was, that in October, 1861, Dora 
Pattison finally left her home, and became nomi- 
nally village schoolmistress in the parish of Little 
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Woolston, near Bletchley, on the borders of Buck- 
inghamshire. Her father told her that he should 
merely give her the allowance she had always had, 
and this, added to the schoolmistress's salary, pro- 
bably small enough, was all which she had to live 
upon. She had always a distaste for a life of 
luxury, and now she was to prove how she would 
encounter, certainly a life of privation, probably one 
of hardship and humiliation. She appears, however, 
to have spent three years at Woolston happily enough. 
Whatever may have been her inward struggles, she 
let no one discover them, and she left behind her a 
good name as a painstaking and energetic school- 
mistress. She lived alone in a tiny cottage, keeping 
no servant, and only employing an old woman now 
and then to do the hardest scrubbing. 

At first, of course, she was merely a school- 
mistress. She soon became known, both in the 
village and the neighbourhood, as a lady by birth 
and education. Her beauty, highly-bred appear- 
ance, and courteous manners, won for her the same 
respect and admiration which the Yorkshire people 
entertained for her. But at Little Woolston her 
natural talents and power of influencing others be- 
gan to have thek due weight. She had gone thither 
with no prestige whatsoever, her antecedents were 
unknown; she had merely answered the clergyman's 
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advertisement for a lady to take the post of school- 
mistress in his parish. 

In her devotion to children, especially to the 
very little ones, her fitness for the task was amply 
proved. She possessed, to an uncommon degree, 
the power of putting herself in their place, of seeing 
with their eyes and hearing with their ears; she 
was a child herself, in her love of simple pleasures, 
in her delight in animals, flowers, a sunshiny day, 
a roll in a haycock, or a game of play of any kind. 
She not only taught her children at school, but she 
followed them to their homes, nursed them when 
they were sick, and visited their parents, and others 
also of the poor and sick in the village. She was 
good at telling the interminable stories in which 
children delight; and it was at Little Woolston, no 
doubt, that she learnt the dexterous management of 
children of all ages, their tempers and dispositions — 
an art which in after life she turned to good account 
in the wards of a hospital. 

Dora's loneliness in her cottage must have been 
at times hard to bear, and besides this, she had an 
adventure of an unpleasant kind with a burglar. 
One day, when she happened to be at home, an ill- 
looking man came to beg, and she noticed that he 
took an observant look round her little kitchen* 
That evening she went to sit up with a man in the 
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village who was dangerously ill. He died in the 
course of the night, and as she returned home through 
the fields, between one and two o'clock, she saw a 
bright light burning in her kitchen. She unlocked 
the door just in time to recognize the same man who 
had begged of her in the daytime, and to see him 
making his escape through the window of the ad- 
joining room with all her small collection of silver 
spoons and forks which she had brought from home, 
and a teapot which she specially valued. She 
never discovered any trace either of the thief or of 
her prt^erty. 

The people in the neighbourhood were aston- 
ished to find Miss Pattison blacking her grate when 
they came to see her, but it never seems for a mo- 
ment to have entered the heads of the poorest that 
she was not every inch a lady. Rather they tried, 
by every means in their power, to show that they 
knew her for "a real princess." An old gentleman 
and his wife, near the village, took such a fancy to 
her, that they did their best to persuade her to give 
up her work, and to live with them. They had no 
children, and the gentleman offered to make her his 
heiress. For some time after Dora left Little Wool- 
ston, he used to send her ten pounds regularly every 
year to do as she pleased with, on condition that 
she should not acknowledge the gift. Nevertheless, 
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she alwa)rs acknowledged it, and gave it away, 
as she akeady did eveiy sixpence which she could 
by any possibility spare out of her income, and in 
consequence he ceased after some time to send it 

Whether Dora overworked herself in her school, 
or whether the constant, almost morbid feeling of 
restlessness that she had in her mind, '^I am not 
doing my utmost; I should have more time, more 
opportunities for doing good and in a better way, 
if I went into that Sisterhood,*' oppressed her, it is 
difficult to discover. Her health seems to have 
suffered, and a very bad cold, which, as was her 
wont with most of her ailments, she neglected, took 
severe hold on her. She went on with her daily 
toil and her night nursing, regardless of pain in her 
side. The clerg3anan, who, like the rest of the 
world, was apt to make the willing horse ^rk, ex- 
horted her "not to give way." Nor did she stop, 
until she found one morning that she positively 
could not get out of bed. The doctor pronounced 
that she had a severe attack of pleurisy, and when 
fit to be moved she was sent to Redcar to recover. 
The associations of that place revived in her the 
old longing for regular work and training; and her 
resolution was taken. She only went back to Little 
Woolston to take leave of her friends there; and 
then, in the autumn of 1864, she became attached 
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to the Sisterhood of the Good Samaritans. Her 
father neither gave nor withheld his consent, but 
Dorothy knew, only too well, that none of her family 
approved of what she had done. 

Those who knew her best must have been pain- 
fully aware that she was specially unfitted for a 
Sisterhood life, that she had sympathies and long- 
ings which might be fatally repressed in such an 
atmosphere, and that her intellectxial gifts might 
either be neglected, or become a snare to her, when 
she no longer had the opportunity of measuring 
herself with her equals. She was as popular among 
the members of the Sisterhood with whom she 
came in contact, as she had been at Little Woolston, 
although she was at no pains to conceal, at any 
time of her life, that she disliked the sole company 
of women, and despised almost equally their under- 
standing and their limited and uncultivated physical 
powers. She had the "pride of life" strong within 
her, and the keen sense of humour which was 
apparent enough in her disposition at the age of 
twenty, was only intensified as she grew older. But 
there had also been growing in her, silently and 
secretly, a spirit which urged her on irresistibly to 
work, not merely for work's sake, but for the satis- 
faction of a craving which nothing else could re- 

SisUr Dora. 3 
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press, and which she vainly hoped in this way to 
stifle if not to conquer. 

Dora had been brought up in the faith which 
the members of the Church of England profess, and 
as she grew, the desire to express in her life the 
reality and personal nature of that faith grew with 
her. But before she went to Woolston, she fell 
under the influence of an intellect more powerful 
than her own, and the result of her contact with it 
was a shock to the very foundations of her rehgious 
faith. The difficulties which assailed a mind such 
as hers were of the intellectual, not of the imagina- 
tive order. She had no difficulty in realizing the 
existence of supernatural agencies; on the contrary, 
she was always sensible that they were at work 
within and aroimd her. Miracles presented no 
stumbling-block to her; she affirmed that every- 
thing was more or less wonderful and incomprehen- 
sible to her. But her mind was filled with doubts 
relating to the authenticity and inspiration of the 
Holy Scriptures, so that she could not give herself 
up to that personal devotion to Christ, without 
which her nature could not rest satisfied. 

The Sisterhood of the Good Samaritans was one 
of those communities which are called "secular;" 
a term meant to express that the members of it are 
not contemplative, but active, and that they take 
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BO VOWS either openly or secretty, excepting the 
vow of obedience to the deigyman who calls him- 
sdf their ''pastor,^ and to the person idiom he may 
2ppcmt oat of their number to the office of ''Sister 
in Chsrge/' commonly called ''Mother Superior.'' 
"Sister Dora/' as Miss Pattison nonr became, was 
pot throogh a severe course of training which was 
as distasteful to her as anything in the shape of 
wnk could possibly be. She made beds, cleaned 
and soonied floors and grates, swept and dusted, 
and finally became a cook in the kitdhen at Coatham. 
At first, she literally sat down and cried when the 
beds that she had just put in order were all pulled 
to pieces again by some superior authority, who did 
not approve of the method in idiich they were 
made. Sister Dora, already aching in every limb 
fiom the unaccustomed strain upon her musdes, 
liad to pick up the beddothes from the floor, idiere 
they had been thiown, and begin her toil over 
again. 

Her own comment upon this kind of training 
always was, "It ztuu good for me." But it was 
hsudfy what she had expected. little did she fore- 
see what a difference, in more important respects 
than ease and luxury, there would be between a 
Sister's life and that of a young lady who might 
afarays go pietty much her own way. Her taste 
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for nursing, which she had been able to gratify in 
a desultory manner only at Little Woolston, -was 
cultivated first in the small Cottage Hospital at 
North Ormesby, near Middlesborough, where she 
worked sometimes alone, sometimes with other 
Sisters who were in charge. 

Several letters, written to one of her friends at 
Little Woolston soon after her settlement at North 
Ormesby, show that she had left some of her heart 
behind her, in the place where she had worked for 
three years. 

" T^ Hospital, North Ormesby, Jan. StA, 1865. 

"My dear Miss F , 

"Thank you for your kind letter, and for all 
the news which it contained. I was sorry to send 
my envelope without a line, but I was so occupied. 

I am so sorry to hear about Miss L being so 

ill. If it should please God to raise her up again, 
she must come to you to see what Woolston air 
and your kind nursing will do .... I am afraid, 
from what you say, that you never received a letter 
of mine written when I was ill, or just before — I 
forget which — I caught the scarlet fever. If you 
could see me now you would not know me. I am 
blooming. I have bathed every morning in sea- 
water, and got a famous blow on the shore every 
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day, but alas! I have been ordered off to the 
hospital to-day, and am sitting up to-night with a 
poor man who is suffering from concussion of the 
brain; and he alarms me by getting up and trying 
to get away, and he is insensible (t,e. not himself), 
so that it is useless speaking to him. It is so cold 
at night that, though sitting over the fire, I am 
shivering. I have put a blister on my patient. 
I hope, when it takes effect, there will be an im- 
provement. I hope he won't die, for I am the only 
Sister here; the others have gone for their holiday. 

Is Hannah still at home? Tell W 1 often think 

of her, and hope that she will be a better girl this 
year, and not give you so much trouble. Does she 

keep her hair tidier? Give Miss L my love; 

remember me to Mrs. S when you see her. 

With kind love to yourself, and kind regards to 
your mother, 

"I remain, yours sincerely, 

"Dora Pathson." 

She used to say of herself, and not without 
reason, "Oh, I always catch everything that's 
going." This scarlet-fever illness was the first of 
many others, for although she was strong, she was 
specially susceptible of infection. In another letter, 
written also in January, 1865, to her Woolston 
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friend, Miss F , after begging earnestly for news 

and letters, and inquiring anxiously about the new 
schoolmistress, and how the work of teaching was 
being conducted, she says, "Thank God, I keep well 
and strong, and happy in my work." She was soon 
moved from this hospital back to the Convalescent 
Home, where the work was not so congenial 
to her. 

In the early part of 1865, Sister Dora was sent 
to Walsall to help in the nursing at a small cottage 
hospital, which had already been established there 
for rather more than a year, and of which the Good 
Samaritan Sisterhood had taken charge. Walsall, 
which then contained about 35,000 inhabitants, is 
a town lying on the borders of that great coal and 
iron district in South Staffordshire called by the 
expressive name of "the Black Country." 

This tract of land, before it was disfigured by 
unnatural excrescences and upheavings of the soil, 
and defiled by smoke, must have been veiy beautifiiL 
It was well wooded and watered, as the names of 
some of the districts still testify. At the present 
day the woods have been cut down, to make room 
for forests of tall chimneys of every variety of shape, 
which vomit forth volumes of smoke and fierce 
tongues of flame; the streams have been turned out 
of their courses, and have been not only polluted for 
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many purposes, but converted into rivers of steaming 

hot water. Rows of dusky little red-brick houses, 

begrimed inside as well as out with dirt, are to be 

seen there crowded with men, women, and swarms 

of blackened children, to whom the sight of green 

grass, or of a tree not stunted or stained by the 

grimy atmosphere, is well-nigh unknown. Yet this 

country, and particularly the town of Walsall, has 

a peculiar picturesqueness of its own, just as the 

people possess a singular and veiy marked character 

unknown except in the mining and manufacturing 

districts. The smoke gives a haziness and a look 

of distance to the atmosphere, and this imparts a 

peculiar effect both to sky and clouds. At sunrise 

and sunset, strange and often beautiful forms, made 

up of huge cranes and other machinery, stand out 

against the horizon; while dirty canals, glorified by 

indistinctness, are crowded by gaily painted barges, 

producing a general effect which is often very 

picturesque. At night the whole scene changes, 

and the spectator seems to be transported into the 

infernal regions, where the blinding glare of blast 

furnaces, the snorting of engines, the ponderous 

thud of steam-hammers, and the clang and whiz 

and whir of machinery, sounds which never cease, 

but which are less noticed during the day, bewUder 

the senses. Little, swarthy, half-naked figvures (for 
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SO they appear by the side of the gigantic fires) 
come and go in the flashing light like demons 
dancing round their unquenchable flames. 

The men of this dense population spend a large 
part of their lives in the bowels of the earth, while 
the rest of their time is principally given to sleep- 
ing and eating. They possess, as a rule, well-formed 
limbs and great muscular strength, acute intellect, 
and narrow minds. They see nothing of the world 
beyond a coal or an iron mine, and associate only 
with each other. They use their strength to the 
utmost while they are at work; and too often spend 
their high wages in buying luxurious food, and a 
quantity of spirituous liquor for their own consump- 
tion. They regard these indulgences as the due 
compensation for their dismal lives, and the claims 
of their wives and children are often sadly disre- 
garded. The animal courage of these men must not 
be forgotten, for they go every day to their work 
with their lives in their hands. Many of them pro- 
fess no religious belief whatsoever, and look upon it 
as mainly the property of women and children, who 
possess nothing better. They have a certain creed 
of their own of honour and generosity, and their 
gratitude towards those who do them a good turn 
is unbounded. The women lead hard lives of 
drudgery; drunkenness and immorality are scarcely 
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looked upon as any disgrace. They resent anything 
like interference with seeming indignation, which is 
in most cases a false but honestly meant pride, and 
a stranger is invariably treated as an intruder until 
his good intentions are proved. They do not easily 
attach themselves to new-comers, and are slow and 
cautious to make friends; but their good-will, once 
gained, can always be relied upon. In addition to 
the natives there is a large mixture of Irish Roman 
Catholic population. 

As fresh coal and iron pits were opened in the 
district around Walsall, accidents became more and 
more frequent; the medical men represented the ex- 
treme inconvenience of sending serious cases requir- 
ing immediate attention to the Birmingham hospitals, 
seven miles distant. 

In the month of June, 1863, one of the Town 
Council of Walsall communicated with a certain 
Sister Mary, belonging to the "Good Samaritan" 
order, who was then in charge of the North Ormes- 
by Hospital, and the result was the establishment of 
an accident hospital in Walsall, containing four beds; 
the Sisterhood making themselves responsible for 
the nursing in it. Before the end of the year the 
number of beds was increased to eight, then to 
twelve, and finally, before the hospital had been 
established twelve months, to fourteen. Sister Maiy, 
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who bore the brunt of the work, had bravely en- 
dured a great deal of opposition, and had established 
a good reputation for the hospital, when she fell ill, 
and was obliged to go to Bournemouth for the winter. 
Sister Dora took her place, but she had only begun 
her work when she caught small-pox from the out- 
patients; she was very ill, and even in her delirium 
showed the bent of her mind by occupying herself 
in tearing up her sheets into bandages. The Sisteis 
were little able to attend to her, but as she could 
not be moved, she was placed in strict quarantine, 
and none of the servants waited on her. 

Hence arose all kinds of conjectures with regard 
to a little room looking to the front, and which 
always had the blinds drawn down. The wiseacres 
among the opponents of the Cottage Hospital got 
up a story that this room had been converted into 
an oratory for the use of the Sisters, and that a 
figure of the Virgin Mary, with a crown on her head, 
was kept there. The Protestant wrath of the Wal- 
sall people was roused, and a persecution of the 
Sisters began. Stones and mud were thrown up at 
the hospital windows, and continual petty annoy- 
ances were inflicted on the nurses. This foolish ex- 
citement was shared even by persons among the 
more educated classes, who might have known 
better. Meanwhile, Sister Dora recovered from her 
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illness, and the secretary of the hospital sarcastically 
informed suspicious inquirers, that it was quite true 
the room had been devoted to the honour of the 
Virgin, but it was to the Virgin Dora, not to the 
Virgin Mary! 

Sister Dora took the work of nursing in the hos- 
pital, sometimes alone, sometimes with other Sisters. 
To the credit of the town of Walsall let it be told 
that the opposition to the hospital, and to the 
Sisters' labour of love, gradually died out. The 
patience and tenderness which had been shown by 
the nurses began to bear fruit, and almost the last 
instance of active persecution fell upon Sister Dora. 
At the time of the celebrated Murphy Riots she was 
walking rather late in the evening through the town 
to visit a patient, when a boy from the other side 
of the road called out, "There goes one of those 
Sisters of Misery!" and threw a stone which cut 
open her forehead. Not long afterwards this same 
young fellow was brought into the hospital, having 
met with a severe injury in a coal-pit. Sister Dora 
who never forgot a face, recognized him at once, 
saying to herself, "That's my man!" He was some 
time under her care, and she bestowed upon him 
probably more than usual attention. 

One night, when he was recovering, she found 
him quietly crying. "I wouldn't ask him what was 



44 SISTER DORA. 

the matter," Sister Dora said, when relating this 
story, "because I knew well enough, and I wanted 
him to confess." At length it came out, with many 
sobs, "Sister, / threw that stone at you." "OV 
she replied, "did you think I did not know that? 
Why, I knew you the very first minute you came in 
at the door." "What!" returned he, "you knew me, 
and have been nursing me like this?" "You see," 
added Sister Dora, "it was his first practical ex- 
perience of good returned for evil, and he didn't 
know what to make of it." 

Sister Dora was recalled to Coatham in the 
month of April, 1865. Her irrepressible spirits made 
it difficult for her to be as grave and decorous in 
her manners and habits as became a Sister. One 
day a large and very handsome donkey, with a re- 
putation for being able to kick anybody off who at- 
tempted to ride him, was brought to the door of the 
Home. Sister Dora said, "Oh, let me ride him — he 
won't kick me off;" and without any saddle, and in 
her Sister's dress, she mounted the donkey, who 
proceeded to plunge and kick vigorously till he got 
her off his back. She fell on her knees, which were 
so bruised and swollen for weeks afterwards, that 
she could not kneel at the services in the chapel 
without severe pain. Not only did she not choose 
to let it be known she was suffering, but she dared 
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not confess what was the cause of it, as the horror 
of the chaplain and Sisters would have known 
no bounds had they been aware of such an un- 
professional prank on the part of one of their 
members. 

Not long after this event, the well-known Sir 
James Simpson, of Edinburgh, came to the Home 
in order to find a Sister capable of nursing one of 
his patients, an old lady, who was so nearly insane 
that she needed delicate management and firm con- 
trol, but who was deemed hardly a fit case for a 
lunatic asylum. The chaplain recommended one of 
the Sisters, but Sir James Simpson was scarcely 
satisfied with her appearance, and asked to be 
allowed, as it was a pecuUar case, to choose for 
himself. Hei was conducted over the Home, and its 
various departments where the Sisters were em- 
ployed, some in cleaning the rooms, some in wash- 
ing in the laundry, some in getting up fine linen, 
some in the wards with the patients, and some in 
preparing the dinners. Amongst these last was Sister 
Dora, with her sleeves tucked up, making a pudding. 
Sir James Simpson did not hesitate a moment. He 
pointed to her, saying, "Send me that Sister; she is 
the one for my case." 

The insane old lady lived near Coatham, and 
Sister Dora, whose business it was to sit up with 
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her at night, returned to the Home every day to 
sleep. The arrangement answered perfectly; the 
old lady became quiet and manageable, and ixxk 
such a fancy to her new nurse that she was con- 
stantly offering her presents. One night, when all 
was still, and the old lady knew that her relations 
were in bed, she ordered Sister Dora to drag a box 
from under her bed: it contained valuable jewels, 
which she pressed upon Sister Dora's acceptance, 
who declined them as firmly and quietly as she 
could. Her refusal irritated the old lady so strangely, 
that she began to use threats of personal violence 
unless her offer was immediately accepted; these, of 
course, produced no effect But the next night, 
while the patient appeared to be asleep. Sister Dora 
sat at the window, quietly enjoying the peacefulness 
of the starlit sky. Suddenly and noiselessly the old 
lady sprang out of bed, seized her attendant by the 
shoulder, and brandished a long knife over her 
head. Sister Dora said not a word, but turned and 
looked calmly at her. "I wanted to see if I could 
frighten you!" said the half-crazy woman, and then 
laid aside her weapon. From that time she alwa3^ 
treated her nurse with consideration and kindness, 
but still tried to make her accept gifts, which it was 
found prudent to receive, and then to deliver up to 
the relations next day. 
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Sister Dora used to say when she related this 
episode in her life, "An uncommonly unpleasant 
time I had of it, what with the mad old lady who 
was fond of me, with the relations who were jealous 
of me, and with the footman who made love to me, 
and, because I had my breakfast in the house- 
keeper's room, took me for a servant, paying me at- 
tentions, after the manner of his kind, and getting 
me good things to eat, although I always said I 
wanted nothing but a cup of coffee. Then he tried 
to walk with me coming and going to and from the 
Home, but I took care to come by the way (as there 
were two) by which he was least likely to expect 
me. 

In November of that same year, 1865, Sister 
Dora was again sent to Walsall; and although she 
went back to Coatham fix)m time to time, and was 
moved here and there occasionally to nurse private 
cases of sickness, still it appears that her hospital 
work began steadily from this time; she was not 
yet, however, placed in charge of this responsible 
post. Another Sister, older, and with more ex- 
perience than herself, was usually at work with her. 
Her technical knowledge at this time was very 
slight; she had received no regular training in the 
art of nursing, and experience she had little or 
none. In spite of these drawbacks, she managed so 
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to impress the medical men and the membas of 
the committee with her special fitness for the woik 
to be done in their hospital, that when, in Christ- 
mas, 1865, a proposal was made on the part of the 
Sisterhood to remove her to Middlesborough, strong 
remonstrances were brought to bear, and happily 
with success, to allow them to keep her at WalsalL 
Towards the middle of December she was 
ordered by the Sisterhood to go and nurse a private 
case in the south of England. The committee at 
Walsall were told, at the same time, that another 
Sister would be sent to take charge of the hospital, 
but they were persuaded they had got the right 
woman in the right place, and were not all disposed 
to give her up without a struggle. They wrote and 
remonstrated with those in authority at Coatham, 
but before a final answer came. Sister Dora received 
a letter from her own home, telling her that her 
father was dangerously ill, and desired to see her at 
once. After the orders she had received, she did 
not consider herself at liberty to go to Hauxwell 
without communication with Coatham; she therefore 
telegraphed to the Home, telling the condition in 
which her father was, and his earnest longing for 
her presence, begging them to send another nurse 
to the private patient, and thus to leave her free to 
go home without delay. The almost incredible 
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answer came back immediately: '*No; you must go 
at once to Devonshire." 

With a strangely mistaken sense of duty, Sister 
Dora set oflf to do the bidding of her self-chosen 
masters. She had scarcely reached her destination 
when she received the tidings, forwarded from Wal- 
sall, of her father's death. Then came from the 
Sisterhood a tardy permission to attend the funeral, 
if she pleased. She wrote back, in bitterness of 
spirit, to the eflfect that as when he was alive they 
would not allow her to go to him, now he was dead, 
she no longer cared to go. Even the urgent re- 
presentations made to her by her family that she 
ought to attend her father's funeral, produced no 
effect; and she returned to Walsall, but almost 
broken-hearted, and with no spirit to face the work 
which there awaited her. 

This was the first time that resentment had 
sprung up in her mind against the Sisterhood which 
she had joined in opposition to her father's wishes, 
and it was the beginning of a breach between her 
and Coatham which was never thoroughly healed, 
but went on steadily, though imperceptibly, widening 
for some years. Surely comment upon such a history 
is unnecessary. 

Sister Dora, in her soreness of spirit, plunged 

Sister Dora, 4 
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eagerly into the incessant labour which awaited her 
at Walsall, making vigorous efforts to forget her 
own trouble, in order that she might lighten the 
burdens of her poorer neighbours. She said, speak- 
ing of this time, "Nobody could possibly be more 
ignorant than I was; I had everything to learn." 
She speedily set to work to remedy this ignorance. 
Her special ambition was to become a good surgical 
nurse; and her retentive memory and quick ob- 
servation proved ready helps towards the keen dis- 
cernment of the character of wounds, and towards 
the discovery of the exact position of fractures. But 
more useful, nay, much more important than this, 
was her singular power of inspiring unbounded con- 
fidence in her judgment and skill. This she owed 
partly, no doubt, to her personal appearance, partly 
also to her highly-bred, s)rmpathizing manner. Her 
in-patients were chiefly men and boys, disabled 
by coal-pit accidents, or wounded by machinery, 
in the workshops of the district. Besides these, 
a large number of out-patients, men, women, and 
children, visited the hospital daily, for medical 
treatment, and for the relief of slight injuries. These 
were, in many cases, such as would have been con- 
sidered anything but slight at an ordinary infirmary; 
but no more beds could be crowded into the little 
house at Walsall, and many patients who might have 
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been taken in with advantage could only have their 
wounds dressed in the out-patients' ward. 

As the hospital gained a reputation, the medical 
staff became overwhelmed by the crowd of out- 
patients, and were glad to avail themselves of the 
help of the Sisters. In this way began Sister 
Dora's real experience, and that training of eye and 
of hand, which made her the skilful surgeon she 
afterwards became. The old doctor who was 
attached to the hospital was, like men of all classes, 
attracted in the first instance by her personal charms; 
but when he found that she possessed, not only wit 
and spirits enough to render his visits to the hospital 
delightful, but such coolness, courage, and common 
sense as he had never before found combined in 
any woman, he resolved that it should not be his 
fault if she were not thoroughly instructed in the 
surgical part of her calling. He taught her to the 
very best of his power, and allowed her to set 
simple fractures under his superintendence; and then, 
discovering that she possessed a very unusual 
delicacy of touch, he began to teach her the position 
of the arteries in the human body. 

She must have gone through a tolerably severe 
apprenticeship at this period of her life. It is 
difficult, nay, impossible, to convey to those who 
have never experienced anything of the kind, an 

4* 
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idea of the constant strain, both physical and moraJ, 
which hospital nursing entails. Sister Dora, indeed, 
was troubled with less than is usual of the physical 
disgust inseparable ftom a woman's first acquaintance 
with ghasUy accidents and loathsome diseases; 
moreover, her intense pity for suffering, and her 
ardent longing to relieve it, enabled her speedily to 
overcome all antipathy to sights and sounds such 
as forced themselves on her notice. But something 
higher than mere animal courage, and an influence 
larger and deeper than compassion, were needed to 
support her in the hourly trials of mind and body 
which she had to face. 

The influence under which Sister Dora had 
faUen, and which had unsettied her faith, has ahieady 
been referred to. When she came to Walsall she 
threw herself into the unceasing round of steady hos- 
piUl work, not without hopes that in this way she 
might stifle the uneasy voice within her, which would 
make itself heard, and perhaps gradually solve the 
problems which were distracting her mind. Just 
before she left Coatham she received an offer of 
marriage, which she was strongly urged, by some 
members of the Sisterhood and other of her friends, 
to accept. When she first went to Walsall she 
had not setded what her final decision should be. 
It is evident that her affections were not deeply 
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enough engaged to furnish her own mind with a 
suflficient excuse for leaving the life of active use- 
fulness to which she had pledged herself by entering 
the Sisterhood. The problem of her life, and what 
she should do with it, and whether if it were passed 
in the married or single state it would be most likely 
to be useful to the world around her, was not com- 
pHcated by any strong personal incliaation either way. 
Two paths lay before her — one up the hill of 
difficulty and labour which it was her nature to 
love, through the midst of the struggling and 
suffering human masses with whom she felt sym- 
pathy sufficient to make her eager to give up all 
else for their good, — a path where her varied 
powers would have ample scope and exercise. The 
other was the ordinary woman's lot of wedded joys 
and sorrows, towards which she inclined with a 
natural instinct of more than ordinary strength. 
Her love, almost amounting to a passion, for chil- 
dren, formed no small part of this instinct, and 
although she was able to indulge this taste largely 
during her life, she did not cease to regret that she 
should never have children of her own. Towards 
the end of her days she was heard to remark, ''If 
I had to begin life over again I would marry, 
because a woman ought to live with a man, and to 
be in subjection." 
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She did not, however, think thus in early life. 
She clung to her self-chosen path in spite of the 
openly expressed opinion of many of her friends 
that she was admirably fitted fOr domestic duties. 
They told her that she was throwing herself away; 
that whether she stayed at Coatham or gave herself 
up to hospital work at Walsall, her life would be 
spent among people inferior to herself in education 
and position, and that her singular talents would be 
wasted. No wonder they maintained this opinion, 
for they could not understand the power of in- 
fluencing others which she felt within her, and the 
spirit always urging her on to use that power whereby 
to raise others to her own height, and to put, as it 
were, some of herself into them, both physically 
and morally. There was a deep reserve about her 
which forbade her from disclosing, even to those 
with whom she was most intimate, her real motives 
for the ultimate choice of her future life. She felt 
unable to communicate, to any one, that her only 
hope of gaining light in her period of darkness lay 
in active work for the good of others. And the 
light which she earnestly sought by the healthiest 
of all methods, and not, we may be sure, by that 
alone, flashed once more into her soul. 

She made up her mind as to her future, and 
began her work at Walsall, throwing into it, to use 
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the words of one who had helped her largely in her 
difficulties by his own experience, "great powers 
of mind, strong enthusiasm, and wonderful imagina- 
tioQ." Her main stumbling-block was the acuteness 
of her intellect, and the complete surrender of it to 
historical Christianity was her only possible escape 
from infideUty. This she was able to accomplish, 
and then her enthusiasm found its natural vent in a 
personal devotion to our Lord Jesus Christ For the 
expression of that devotion, the entire surrender of 
herself and all her powers seemed to her wholly in- 
adequate. Fortunately, she was not left to herself 
at this time, or she would very likely have rushed 
from one extreme into another, with the impetuosity 
which was part of her character. She wanted to 
bind herself strictly to lead a single life, and to that 
end she would have entered one of the Sisterhoods 
connected with an extreme section of the Church of 
England. She became convinced that our Saviour 
had specially called her to bring souls to Himself, 
and she fancied she could accomplish such work 
better under a stricter rule of self-denial than a 
hospital life would furnish. 

Like many people possessed of a strong will, she 
felt inclined to give it up, once and for all, into the 
keping of others, in the vain expectation that it 
would never trouble her further. The same friend 
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who had already lent her a helping hand, once more 
gave her wise and sober counsel. He entreated her 
not to do anything rashly, but to consider her gifts, 
and for what they had been bestowed. He pointed 
out that active service of mind and body seemed 
her special calling — to this plough, as it were, she 
had put her hand — and that she might be turning 
her back on golden opportunities for the very work 
for which she was chiefly fitted. She took his ad- 
vice, and resolved to stay where she was. 

The account which the founders of the hospital 
give of her first few months there, is, that she came 
so very quietly, and went about her work so un- 
obtrusively, that no one has any distinct recollection 
of her. Her name was mainly known in back slums 
and dirty streets, where people too low and too 
miserable even to present themselves at the hospital 
for the relief of their suffering, were sought out by 
her, nursed, and in many cases medically treated 
also. The first thing which the inhabitants of 
Walsall distinctly remember about Sister Dora is, 
that in 1866 she had a very serious illness, brought 
on by exposure to wet and cold and utter disregard 
of her health. She had been accustomed to boast 
that she could always sit in her wet clothes without 
harm; and this she did, it is true, over and over 
again with impunity. Her reason for this unpardon- 
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able neglect of common prudence was, probably, 
that changing her clothes took time. She used to 
come home wet through, and hot with hurrying 
along the streets, to find a crowd of out-patients 
awaiting her return — women anxious to get home to 
the children whom they had left with no one to 
look after them, and all wanting immediate attention; 
or some man badly hurt in the coal-pits, who would 
have bled to death unless his wounds were dressed 
at once. Her own wet clothes were constantly for- 
gotten, and allowed to dry upon her. 

This neglect occurred once too often; a violent 
chill seized her, and for three weeks she was 
dangerously ill. Then the people of Walsall began 
to find out what she was. The hospital was besieged 
with inquiries, and many, whose curiosity only had 
been excited about this "Sister Dora," now heard, 
for the first time, of her good deeds, made her ac- 
quaintance, and became her fast friends. 

A clergyman who visited her constantly during 
her illness, and who had scarcely known her before, 
was astonished at her fortitude, as was every one 
who ever saw her endure bodily pain. He never 
forgot one of his early visits to her. He was be- 
ginning to read to her, when she said, "Wait a 
minute, please." She turned away her face, which 
was smiling and beautiful, as he thought he had 
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never seen a human face before; and his daughter, 
who was on the other side of the bed , was shocked 
to see it suddenly convulsed, as if with sharp agony, 
the tears streaming down the cheeks, and the hands 
clutching convulsively at the bedclothes. In a 
moment she turned back calmly to him and said, 
"Go on;" and until his daughter afterwards told him 
what she had seen, he was not in the least aware of 
the severe struggle through which Sister Dora had 
passed. From this illness she recovered, and felt 
herself bound to the Walsall people by the sym- 
pathy and kindness she had received from them. 
But she always expressed her strong belief that she 
owed her recovery mainly to the prayers of the large 
congregation at the Church of St. James, Wednes- 
bury, which she used to attend on Sunday evenings 
whenever her work would allow her to go so far. 

The name of the incumbent of this church, the 
Rev. Richard Twigg, of whom, after his death, it 
was eloquently said that he had "buried talents 
which would have won the admiration of the world 
in the smokiest dens of the Black Country," ought 
to be mentioned here. For it was under the in- 
fluence of his teaching and example that Sister Dora 
developed much of the burning zeal and spirit of 
self-sacrifice which afterwards distinguished her; and 
his was the main human support to which she con- 
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sistently clung throughout her life. She attended 
his public Scripture classes whenever she could, and 
kept elaborate notes of his lessons, in order that she 
might, after she had digested them, reproduce them 
in a simple form for the benefit of her patients. At 
first, she merely brought out this teaching as it 
was required in individual cases, but after a while, 
as the hospital grew to be regarded in the light of 
a regular institution, and old patients became at- 
tached to it and to Sister Dora by the bonds of 
gratitude, her lessons assumed a more systematic 
shape. 

Mr. Twigg was a large-hearted, large-minded 
man, and his teaching and preaching were mainly 
of the missionary order, excellently suited to the 
wants of the half-civilized savages of the coal dis- 
tricts, in which his life was spent. His soul yearned 
to kindle in the hearts of his people a sense of 
moral responsibility, and then to lead, and even 
force them, to face the certainty of a retributive 
justice awaiting them in a life beyond the grave. 
The eloquence of language in which he clothed his 
ideas, combined with a keen insight into human 
nature, gave him a remarkable influence over the 
rough men and women for whom he toiled. But 
not the least of his good works was the helping and 
guiding hand of fellowship which he always stretched 
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out to Sister Dora, and through her to the sufferers 
who came under her influence. 

She would have been more than human if she 
had not enjoyed the universal homage paid to her; 
and although love of admiration may seem a hard 
term to employ, she was, it must be admitted, by 
no means free from this very common weakness of 
humanity. Although she used her power of in- 
spiring admiration mainly for pure and noble ends, 
it occasionally became a snare to her, and Mr. Twigg 
was almost the only friend who took pains not to 
gratify it. He boldly criticized her actions, and 
these reproofs led her to inquire into her motives, 
while his stirring, searching sermons, of which it 
has been not unjustly said that they "were cal- 
culated to send you away supremely uncomfortable 
about yourself," often saved her from the com- 
placency into which she otherwise might easily have 
fallen. 
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CHAPTER III. 
HOSPITAL LIFE AND VISIT TO LICHFIELD: 1867-1870. 

"The sprites that haunt the mines she could correct and tame, 
And bind them as she list. " 

In 1867 it began to be apparent that the two 
small houses in Bridge Street, containing fourteen 
beds, were wholly inadequate to supply the year by 
year increasing need of hospital accommodation, for 
the rapidly extending town of Walsall; moreover, 
the situation of Bridge Street did not admit of 
proper ventilation, and wounds healed less and less 
quickly, until at last the fatal erysipelas, only too 
well known in hospitals, broke out, and one man 
remained for six months under treatment for it. But 
the hospital received its death-blow when an am- 
putation case was sent out unhealed, after un- 
availing efforts to complete the cure. The wards 
were evidently impregnated with malignant air to a 
hopeless extent, and the committee resolved to build 
a new hospital on a large and convenient scale, in 
a healthy situation. An unexceptionable site was 
happily procured. 
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The town of Walsall stands on a steep hill, 
crowned by the spire of the old parish church, 
towering above the thickly massed houses. The one 
feature which relieves the blackness of the place is 
an open space, covered with smoky grass, worn 
away to bareness in many spots by the games of 
generations. Over this the winds blow freely, as it 
slopes upwards, with no intervening houses or 
chimneys, towards a second brow of the same hill, 
called "The Mount," on which the church is placed. 
The committee, after a little negotiation, were able 
to purchase a site for their new hospital on the top 
of this hill. Little difficulty was found in raising 
money for such an object, towards which Sister Dora 
herself gave liberally. 

The building was, in most respects, thoroughly 
convenient, and contained twenty-eight beds, with 
capability of accommodating a larger number of 
patients when occasion might require it. The ar- 
rangements were such as to render it just possible 
for one person, possessing the activity of Sister Dora 
in mind and body, to do the entire nursing; and 
the three wards into which the building was divided 
were so placed, that when she read prayers she 
could be heard distinctly by all the occupants of 
them. The out-patient department was the least 
convenient portion of the building. It was too 
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small for the numbers which crowded into it, and 
was, moreover, entirely unconnected with the main 
building — an arrangement highly undesirable. This 
defect was remedied by Sister Dora herself, who 
devised a plan to connect it with the hospital by a 
glass passage, which she converted into a green- 
house, and thus made it serve two purposes. The 
view from the windows was such as few hospitals 
are favoured with. A garden, laid out chiefly with 
vegetables, but containing a green lawn of tolerable 
extent, surrounded the building, and the trees and 
shrubs flourished in spite of the bleak position and 
the smoke. The slope of garden formed a fore- 
ground to a prospect of endless chimneys and 
machinery, with a wide extent of sky beyond. The 
line of the South Staffordshire railroad ran at the 
bottom of the slope on which the hospital was 
placed, and served as an amusement for all the 
patients, but especially for those connected with 
the railway; for these knew how to distinguish the 
whistle made by the driver of each particular engine, 
saying, "There goes Jack!" or, "Hullo! that's our 
Billl" and thus to recognize their mates as they 
piloted their trains to and from Birmingham. 

The last patient was dismissed from Bridge 
Street, and the move into the new hospital was ac- 
complished, in 1868. Sister Dora's work became 
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more engrossing when this larger field was opened 
for it; the men's beds were constantly full, and even 
the women's ward was hardly ever entirely empty. 
She was now looked upon by the committee as the 
head of the nursing department of their hospital, 
and the entire organization of the internal ar- 
rangements of the new building was laid upon her 
shoulders. 

Just at this period small-pox broke out in 
Walsall, and for the first time became an epidemic 
in the town, the infection clinging to the over- 
crowded courts and alleys. Whenever a lull in the 
cases occurred, and hopes were entertained that the 
malady was dying out, straightway came a fresh out- 
burst, and for several months the horrible disease 
lingered on. Sister Dora eagerly threw herself into 
this new sphere of labour. Her hospital work, how- 
ever, went on just as usual; and she argued that as 
she was already exposed to every risk of infection 
from the out-patients, who sometimes came up to 
have wounds dressed with the small-pox out upon 
them, there could be no reason why she should not 
nurse the unhappy victims at their own homes. 
Whenever she had any time to spare, or whenever 
she could "make half an hour," as she expressed it, 
by going without a regular meal, or by getting through 
her round of hospital work with more than usual 
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speed, she went ddwn to visit some small-pox-stricken 
street, and did what she could for the sufferers. 
Occasionally she sat up whole nights with dying 
patients, for whom it was considered useless to do 
an)rthing, and who were therefore deserted by their 
friends. 

One night she was sent for by a poor man who 
was much attached to her, and who was dying of 
what she called "black-pox," a violent form of small- 
pox. She went at once and found him almost in 
the last extremity. All his relations had fled, and a 
neighbour alone was with him, doing what she could 
for him. When Sister Dora found that only one 
smaU piece of candle was left in the house, she gave 
the woman some money, begging her to go and buy 
some means of light, while she stayed with the man. 
She sat on by his bed, but the woman, who had 
probably spent the money at the public-house, never 
returned; and after some little while the dying man 
raised himself up in bed with a last effort, saying, 
"Sister, kiss me before I die." She took him, all 
covered as he was with the loathsome disease, into 
her arms, and kissed him, the candle going out 
almost as she did so, leaving them in total darkness. 
He implored her not to leave him while, he lived, 
although he might have known she would never do 
that. It was then past midnight, and she sat on, 
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for how long she knew not, until he died. Even 
then she waited, fancying, as she could not see him, 
that he might be still alive, till in the early dawn 
she groped her way to the door, and went to find 
some neighbours. 

Her capacity for going without rest or food was 
marvellous; and her determination to do all in her 
power at this particular time was strengthened by a 
firm idea that she should catch the small*pox and 
die. Probably her wish was father to that thought, 
for Mr. Pattison's death, and the remorse which she 
felt about her own conduct towards him, seemed ta 
have taken away fix)m her, for the time, all desire 
for life. 

The work of nursing was considerably lightened 
by the presence of an old and faithful servant of 

the Pattison family. Mrs. H had known Sister 

Dora from her early childhood, and was attached 
to the interests of the whole family with the single- 
minded, unselfish devotion of an old-fashioned ser- 
vant She looked after the servants — only two in 
number, kept the hospital linen in order, and made 
herself useful in many other ways. She learnt 
dress woimds, so as to save Sister Dora from mu 
drudgeiy, and to leave her more time to attend t 
those cases with which none but herself or 
surgeon could deal. Mrs. H soon became 
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efficient a helper that she was not only employed to 
sit up at night when there were serious cases in 
' hand, but she was frequently sent out to houses 
'■■ where a special nurse for illness was required. 

Sister Dora was led to give particular attention 
• to what is called conservative surgery. Her sym- 
pathy was aroused for the unfortunate men who 
: came in, often so much crushed and mangled that 
; amputation of one or more limbs was necessary to 
■ save their lives, and who used to remark when told 
what their fate must be, "Then you might as well 
i kill me at once, if you are going to take off my leg, 
5 or arm, or hand, for I don't know what's to become 
of me or of my wife and children." A fine, healthy 
s? young man was one night brought in with his arm 
E torn and twisted by a machine. The doctor pro- 
>' nounced that nothing could save it, and that he 
■^ must amputate it at once. The sufferer's groan and 
:: expression of despair went to the Sister's heart. 
? She scanned the torn limb with her quick, scrutiniz- 
ing glance, as if she would look through the wound 
■S to the state of the circulation below, and then 
:! measured with her eye the fine healthy form be- 
/ fore her. 

i' The man looked from one face to the other for 
i a ray of hope, and seeing the deep pity in her ex- 
I'i pressicMtt, exclaimed, "Oh, Sister! save my arm for 

5* 
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me; it's my right arm." Sister Dora instantly turned 
to the surgeon, saying, "I believe I can save this arm 
if you will let me try?" "Are you mad?" answered 
he. "I tell you it's an impossibility; mortification 
will set in in a few hours; nothing but amputation 
can save his life." She turned quickly to the anxious 
patient, "Are you willing for me to try and save your 
arm, my man?" What would he not have been 
willing Xo let the woman do, who turned upon him 
such a winning face, and spoke in tones so strangely 
sympathetic? He joyfully gave consent. The doctor 
was as angry as he was ever known to be with Sister 
Dora, and walked away sapng, "Well, remember it's 
your arm: if you choose to have the young man's 
death upon your conscience, I shall not interfere; 
but I wash my hands of him. Don't think I am 
going to help you." It was indeed a heavy re- 
sponsibility for a nurse to take upon herself, but 
Sister Dora never shrank from a burden which 
seemed to be cast upon her. It was by no means 
the first time that she had disagreed with the surgical 
opinion; often and often had she pleaded hard for 
delay in the removal of a limb which, she ventured 
to think, might by skill and patience be saved. On 
this occasion her patient's entire confidence in her 
was sufficient encouragement. She watched and 
tended "her arm," as sh^ called it, almost literally 
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night and day for three weeks. It was a period of 
terrible suspense and anxiety. "How I prayed over 
that arml" she used to say afterwards. 

At the end of that time she waited till she 
thought the doctor was in a particularly amiable 
mood, and then she begged him to come and look 
at her work. Not with a very good grace, he com- 
plied. No professional man could possibly like to 
have his opinion distinctly proved to be wrong by 
any one, least of all by a woman working under his 
own superintendence. But his astonishment over- 
came his displeasure when he beheld the arm, which 
she unbandaged and displayed to him, no longer 
mangled, but straightened, and in a healthy, pro- 
mising condition. "Why, you have saved it!" he 
exclaimed, "and it will be a useful arm to him for 
many a long year." Triumph does not at all express 
Sister Dora's feelings as she heard this verdict, and 
yet her thankfulness was naturally not unmixed with 
triumph, and she cried for happiness. 

The surgeon, without wh6se leave, be it remem- 
bered, she could not have done this, and who was 
justly proud of her as his own pupil, brought the 
rest of the hospital staff, "to show them what might 
be done," as he said. The man, who went by the 
name of "Sister's arm" in the hospital, became one 
of her most devoted admirers. She would not allow 
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him to go until he was in a fair way to be able to 
work again; and after he ceased to be an in-patient 
he constantly came up to have his arm "looked at," 
which meant that he wanted to look at the woman 
who had given him back all that made life worth 
having. This was by no means a solitaiy case: in 
many other instances, far too numerous to mention, 
she displayed this high moral courage, without which 
she might have been a good nurse, but could neva: 
have attempted to take in hand difficult cases which 
involved serious responsibility to herself. 

Her habit of putting all thought of self entirely 
out of the question, on every occasion, grew upon 

her, and it was fortunate that she had Mrs. H 

to think of her interests, otherwise she would have 
soon worn herself out, by forgetting her meals, and 
by cutting short her needful supply of sleep. With 
the consent of the committee, Sister Dora now began 
to take ladies for a few months at a time as pupils, 
and to train them as surgical nurses. It was a 
strange kind of desultory training which they re- 
ceived, and such as no one who was not physically 
strong could endure without permanent injury to 
health. It was not possible for Sister Dora to cany 
on, without help, the work of attending to both in 
and out patients when there were many serious cases 
in the wards* If^ for instance, many children w^:^ 
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in the women's department, the mere washing and 
dressing of them took up much valuable time, and 
could as well be performed by an inexperienced 
nurse as by Sister Dora herself. 

Not that the children were by any means of this 
opinion y and small wonder that nobody was like 
'^Sister" to them; for she had a remarkable way of 
making herself and her will acceptable to them, 
thereby inducing them to submit with tolerable 
patience to painful operations at her hands, and to 
stop crying when ordered to do so. It was wonder^ 
fill how soon they ceased to clamour for their 
mothers, and how much at home they felt them- 
selves, when they were placed in Sister Dora's loving 
aims. She would take a poor little dirty, miserable 
thing, which had perhaps badly scalded itself, from 
its mother, saying to her, ''Now go quickly, and 
don't let him see you again; he is sure to be happy 
with me— children always are — and come again to- 
night and you shall see him asleep." Instead of 
putting the child to bed to cry itself to sleep, she 
would soothe it by carrying it about wrapped in a 
blanket, on one arm, and saying, "Don't you cry; 
Sister's got you!" while with her other hand she 
dressed wounds, and pursued her manifold duties. 
The child, meanwhile, attached itself to her happily, 
under the spell of that magnetic influence which, as 
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she said, children always recognized. , She would go 
on telling them stories, and talking to her grown-up 
patients, in the same breath, and she never allowed 
them to fret or to be unhappy if she could help it 
"It goes to my heart," she would say of the wailing 
cry of a child in pain, and she would instantly try 
to devise some method of diverting its thoughts from 
the inevitable suifering which she could not endure 
to witness. 

Here is an instance of the combination in her 
heart of sympathy for the suffering of a child, and 
of intense indignation against those who would 
corrupt its innocence by their example. 

One afternoon, after the great crowd in the out- 
patients' ward had departed, a pretty, delicate- 
looking child about three years old was brought in. 
It could not speak plainly, but it came up to Sister 
Dora as if it wanted to be caressed. Two men who 
brought it said its arm had been broken three weeks 
before, and would not unite, for it had been badly 
set. She began to unwind the bandage round the 
arm, and a torrent of curses came from the baby 
lips. One of the men who was standing near, 
although such sounds must have been only too 
familiar to him, laid his hand over its mouth, saying, 
"Sister must not hear such words," and would have 
silenced her roughly if Sister herself had not interfered. 
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When tHe child was gone, she turned to those 
still standing by, and asked them where they sup- 
posed a baby had learnt to defile its mouth with 
such foul language; and whether it was worse for 
a lady to hear or for a child to be taught to utter 
such impurity? She spoke very quietly, but with 
the flashing eyes which always, with her, betokened 
great indignation. 

The lady-pupil who witnessed the scene will 
never forget it. The patients slunk away without a 
word, crestfallen, and it is to be hoped, conscience- 
stricken. 

It was rarely indeed that even those very rough 
men and women who always expressed themselves 
in foul language ventured to use it in Sister Dora's 
hearing. The roughest of them could not but feel 
the natural dignity of her presence, and it seemed 
to rouse in the men the latent chivalry which dwelt 
in their nature, although it had never been called 
out before. On some old and hardened sinners 
she made but little impression, but even these dared 
not offend her wilfully by outrageous language. She 
knew well how to wield the weapon of satire, and if 
a patient persisted in swearing, or in misbehaviour 
at prayers, or, what was in her eyes the greatest 
offence of all, in teaching the young ones bad 
words and ways^ she would contrive to point the 
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finger of scorn at him, till he became the laughing- 
stock of the whole ward, and only too glad to 
make his peace with her on any terms. 

At one time she had a man in the ward who 
thought fit to show his contempt for religious o1> 
servances by making loud remarks during prayers. 
When he was requested to be quiet^ he took refuge 
in rustling the newspaper, so that his neighbours 
could not hear a word of what was being read. 
He gave, besides, every kind of trouble, grumbling 
at what wajs done for him, and setting on the other 
patients to be discontented. He became extremely 
ill, and for several nights Sister Dora scarcely left 
his bedside, moving him constantly into fresh 
positions, turning his pillows, and tr3ring in every 
way to relieve his suffering. He never thaiiked 
her, but one night he suddenly said, '^I hope they 
pay you well for this?" "Yes," she replied, **very 
well." "Come, now," returned he, "what do they 
give you? I really want to know." "Well," said 
Sister Dora, as she related this story, "then I 
thought I might as well tell him how I considered 
I was paid. He listened attentively, and from that 
night forward he altered his behaviour, actually 
going so far as to say 'Amen' at prayers, because^ 
I suppose, he thought it would please me." But 
what was more to the purpose, he tri^d to give 99 
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little 9 instead of as much trouble as he could , for 
the lemainder of the time that he was in the 
hospitaL 

Another man, who was brought in much hurt, 
continually swore the whole time she was doing 
what was necessary for his relief. "Stop that," 
she remarked curtly; and the man did stop, but 
began again as soon as his pain became severe. 
"What's the good of that?" said Sister Dora; 'Hhaf 
won't make it any easier to bear." "No; but I 
must say something when it comes so bad on me, 
Sister." "Very well, then, say * poker and tongs,*" 
she retorted; and ever after that, when the man 
was in his bed at one end of the ward, and the 
Sister, as she passed down the room, heard him 
muttering oaths which he dared not pronounce 
aloud, she called out for the benefit of the ward, 
"Poker and tongs; but nothing else." She felt, 
indeed, more than ordinary disgust at profane and 
irreverent language, and this repugnance she ex- 
pressed on one notable occasion. 

She was travelling, as usual, third class — be- 
cause, as she affirmed, she preferred the company, — 
when a number of half-drunken navvies got in after 
her, and before she could change her carriage the 
train was in motion. She recollected that her dress, 
a black gown and cloak, with a quiet black bonnet 
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and veil, would probably, as on former encountefi 
with half-intoxicated men, protect her from insult 
Her fellow-travellers began to talk, and at last one 
of them swore several blasphemous oaths. Sister 
Dora's whole soul burnt within her, and she thought, 
** Shall I sit and hear this?" but then came the re- 
flection, "What will they do to me if I interfere?" 
and this dread kept her quiet a moment or two 
longer. But the language became more and more 
violent, and it passed through her mind, "What 
must these men think of any woman who can sit 
by and hear such words unmoved; but, above all, 
what will they think of a woman in my dress who 
is afraid to speak to them?" 

At once she stood up her full height in the 
carriage, and called out loudly, "I will not hear 
the Master whom I serve spoken of in this way." 
Immediately they dragged her down into her seat, 
with a torrent of oaths, and one of the most violent 
roared, "Hold your jaw, you fool; do you want 
your face smashed in?" They held her down on 
the seat between them; nor did she attempt to 
struggle, satisfied with having made her open pro- 
test. At the next station they let her go, and she 
quickly got out of the carriage. A minute after, 
while she was standing on the platform, she heard 
a rough voice behind her. "Shake hands, mum! 
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you're a good-plucked one, you are! You were 
right and we were wrong." She gave her hand to 
the man, who hurried away, for fear, no doubt, that 
his comrades should jeer at him. 

She was by no means, however, one of those 
good people who drag in religion and their own 
personal views about it by the head and shoulders 
on every possible occasion. She had far too lively 
an imagination to commit this common blunder; 
she was able to put herself in the place of those 
hard-worked, coarse-minded men, those abandoned 
and outcast women, and those neglected and ill- 
treated children among whom her life was spent, 
and to conceive with a shudder of horror what she 
herself might have been had she been placed in 
their circumstances. "Oh," she said to a friend 
once, speaking of a miserable woman, "Fd have 
been such a fiend if Td been her and had that 
husband." The humorous side of her nature, too, 
was strongly alive to the absurdity of incongruous 
preaching, and of anything approaching to cant. 
She never cast her pearls before swine. 

When the bell at the head of her bed was rung 
at night, she said to herself, "The Master is come, 
and calleth for thee," and flinging on her dress, 
cap, and apron, hurried down, to find some men 
who had been having a drunken brawl in the dead 
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of night in the streets, and had kicked, or other- 
wise hurt one another, and had just sense enoa^ 
left them to walk up to the hospital She woidi 
first dress their woonds and sew up their imts, m 
her usual gentle manner, and then she would a^ 
them ''why they did not behave like lespectalik 
members of society, instead of fighting in the 
streets, and then getting her up at unearthly horns 
of the night, to mend their broken heads and 
bones?" 

Against drunkenness, which has been aihtaAf 
mentioned as the diief vice amongst the dweDas 
in the Black Countiy, she waged a ocmstant war- 
fare. She was not a total abstainer herself, and 
nobody ever heard her urge upon wcnidng men tiie 
duty of never touching a drop of drink, althou^ 
she wen knew that, for habitual drunkards, sndi 
self-denial was the only escape fit>m utter ruiiL It 
was inq>ossible for her to shut her eyes to the hti, 
that numberless cases of hopeless bad legs, of old 
wounds breaking out afiresh, of new ones refi^iiig 
to heal, were to be attributed entirety to the habit 
of drinking. 

She used to put this forcibly before her patienlsy 
telling them, that so laog as they went on in their 
old ways, she could do nothing for them. Again 
and again she would say, as she unbound a 1^ or 
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an ami, '^Oh, youVe been at it again! No/' as the 
man began with some excuse, ^'you can't deceive 
me, so you'd better say nothing. I declare, now, 
the next time you come up and show me your 
leg in this condition, I'll not touch it." But they 
always knew she would touch it, and repeatedly 
she would heal up wounds only to have them break 
out afresh from the poison of continued drunken- 
ness. She was never weary of trying to mend both 
their legs and their ways, and went on hoping 
against hope, holding out a hand of encouragement, 
if by any means she might rescue from the mire 
some one struggling soul. Of course she not un- 
frequently met with grievous disappointments. 

One young man, for example, was in the hos- 
pital for many weeks, with a compound fracture 
caused in a drunken fray. Sister Dora gained her 
usual influence over him, and he finally promised 
never to touch drink again. One afternoon, when 
he was almost recovered, he begged for leave to go 
out. She gave it him, reminding him at the same 
time earnestly of his promise. He came back to- 
wards night drunk, and reeled up against her in the 
ward. Sister Dora laid down her head on the table 
in her little sitting-room and cried bitterly. But she 
was not always unsuccessful. Many men attribute 
their reformation from other vices besides intemper- 
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ance to their sojourn in the hospital. She took 
pains to let them see that she cared for them in- 
dividually, telling them that she prayed for them 
one by one, and that when they went out from 
under her care she would not forget them. They 
well knew that the hospital was a home to which 
they might always turn, a refuge where a welcome 
ever awaited them, and above all, what some of 
them perhaps thought of more than anything else, 
where they were sure of spending a merry half-hour, 
and of having a good laugh at any time. 

For a thoroughly pleasant spirit, proceeding from 
Sister Dora herself, reigned throughout the wards, 
and this characteristic mainly distinguished Walsall 
Hospital from every other institution of its kind. 
Among the men a continual buzz of conversation 
went on, controlled and usually led by Sister Dora, 
who all the while performed her work in the pas- 
sage, or moved from bed to bed. She considered 
what she called the "tone" of the ward one of her 
main responsibilities, and afrirmed that it was im- 
possible to keep a mixed party of men and boys of 
all dispositions and tempers out of mischief, unless 
entertainment of mind was provided for them. . 

Men of the working classes have very little real 
amusement in their lives, public-house company and 
low songs and jokes being their only experience of 
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what they call fun. It is the exception when their 
wives are, in any sense, companions to them. 
Although these may be lively enough by nature, 
hard work and many children are calculated to de- 
press even the most merry-hearted among them. A 
woman, therefore, with whom none of them could 
ever venture to take a liberty, who, without in the 
least descending from her social position, could yet 
laugh and joke with them day after day, who could 
raise their spirits by her own delightful fun when 
they were in pain or anxiety, who was willing, when 
she had a few minutes to spare, to read to them, 
who always had an answer to their questions, politi- 
cal or theological, and who would throw herself into 
their concerns, and feel for their troubles as if they 
were her own, was an entirely new idea to them. 
"Make you laugh!" said a big Irishman; "she'd 
make you laugh when you were dying" 

She would invent games for the boys to play to- 
gether, and happy the man or boy who could catch 
her for a game of chess or draughts! It was a rare 
event, but when she found time she threw herself 
heartily into the game, and the envious lookers-on 
were fain to content themselves with watching her 
absorbed face as she sat over the board. 

She did not care to nurse the women, unless 
there were gome very engaging children in their 
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ward; and although she did her duty by them, she 
preferred leaving them, except in very serious cases, 

to the charge of her lady-pupils, or of Mrs. H . 

But she always went round the whole hospital with 
the surgeon, and every night her visit was paid to 
each separate bed. In the summer, patients who 
were well enough were allowed to sit in the gardai, 
and haymaking on the lawn was made delightful to 
any poor little town-bred convalescents by Sister 
Dora's games with them among the haycocks. 

The produce of the garden, fruit and vegetables^ 
was almost entirely kept for the patients, and she 
contrived to consult delicate appetites and peculiar 
tastes, yet with infinite tact to avoid all appearance 
of favouritism in the distribution of the food. The 
knowledge that she herself fared exactly the same 
as the rest of the household, except, indeed, in not 
partaking of any little delicacy which was always 
reserved for some extreme case, checked even the 
possibility of grumbling over the diet She carved 
entirely herself, and never allowed the servants, or 
even the lady-pupils, to have any hand in it, so that 
every patient's plate passed immediately under her 
own eye. 

In consequence of this arrangement, the patients 
often had to wait some time for their meals, espe- 
cially for their tea, if there were a large number of 
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out-patLents to be attended to in the afternoon. But 
they would gladly have waited any length of time 
rather than have tea served to them by any other 
hand. Who but she could bring in such histories 
of what she had been doing that afternoon? or who 
could ask with such real anxiety and tenderness 
after their pain, and how they had been bearing it? 
— a question which not a few of them shrank from 
answering. Who could settle so satisfactorily the 
dispute which had arisen between the occupant of 
bed number one, who was a trades-union man, and 
of bed number two, who would take the part of the 
employers? **0h, I am sorry for you; I wish I could 
^ bear it for you, Fm sure," was the comforting speech 
addressed to one groaning sufferer. To another, 
"Now, don't you be making a fuss, you're not so 
very bad; tea will cure you;^^ while the ward re- 
sounded with, '^ Sister, come and look at my leg;" 
"Sister, my back do ache;" "Sister, I wish you 
would give me another pillow;" or, "I'm sure the 
bandage is come undone on my knee." (This for 
the sake of getting some attention, probably.) To 
all of which Sister Dora would make some merry or 
S3rmpathetic answer, suited to the needs of the case, 
usually prefacing her words with an expressive and 
kmg-drawn out "Oh!" well known to all her friends, 
but quite indescribable in its effect, and in the 
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variety of intonation , of which in her mouth it was 
capable. It could be lively, s)rmpathetic, or reproach- 
ful; but it had nearly always a cheerful ring in it: 
and, indeed, she could hardly ever divest her words 
and manner of this cheerfulness, which was her 
chief attribute. 

Her father's name for her, "Sunshine," may be 
used to express what she was to the heart of a pa- 
tient, so that the wards which were, in the nature 
of things, the scene of sorrow and suffering, instead 
of proving to the inmates a dreary and lonely place 
of confinement, are looked back upon by many of 
them as the home where the happiest portion of 
their lives was passed. 

Sister Dora was an entirely natural person, and 
it was impossible to share her company for five 
minutes, and not be struck by the quaintness and 
originality of her expressions. **I have thoughts too 
big for my brains; haven't you?" she remarked, half 
jokingly, to one of her lady-pupils. Her fun flowed 
out spontaneously, and as if she could not help it, 
bubbling and sparkling with a clear brilliancy, per- 
vading and enlivening the wards of her hospital, just 
as a cool clear stream makes green and fhiitful the 
fields through which it runs. 

Familiarity with the three terrors of human life, 
pain, disease, and death, in their most ghastly forms, 
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is apt to produce a hardening effect upon a coarse 
or even a commonplace nature. But in her, the 
scenes which hourly passed before her seemed to 
rouse such an excess of sensibility and tenderness, 
that it was, to use her own expression, by "getting 
fun" out of her work alone, that she could keep her 
mind in tune with all she had to do. It was the 
humorous aspect of everything which made the live- 
liest impression on her mind. "My dear," she would 
say, "if I could not laugh over the things, I don't 
know what I should do." But that her lively flow 
of spirits gave rise to misapprehension about her 
character, among the very people for whom she 
sacrificed herself, the following conversation, over- 
heard by a clergjrman travelling on the rail-road be- 
tween Walsall and Birmingham, will show. 

Two women in the carriage with him were dis- 
cussing Sister Dora. One remarked "Ah! her's got 
no nerves." "Hasn't her, though?" returned the 
other; "isn't her just as tender as a baby?" "What!" 
replied the first woman, "stand and see a man's leg 
cut off?" "Ah!" retorted Sister Dora's champion, 
" that's only because her's used to it. Her's real tender- 
hearted, and no mistake." This last opinion gradually 
but steadily gained ground in and around Walsall, 
until, among that class for which she ministered in 
the hospital, not a dissentient voice was to be heard. 
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Almost the only occasion on which Sister Dora 
travelled first class, her ticket having be«i given 
her, she found herself in the company of two so- 
called "young ladies," very smartly dressed, and in 
the "pork-pie" hats which the fast young women 
of that period were wont to wear. In the comer 
opposite to them sat a very quiet young man, 
evidently wrapped up in his book, and only anxious 
to be let alone. But the girls were on the look- 
out for a lark, and were determined not to lose 
this golden opportunity. "And they did plague 
the poor youth," said Sister Dora. "They flirted 
outrageously with him; they made him useful to 
them in every possible way, and ended up by 
declaring that he must get them some buns!" 
Having executed this final command, he wisely made 
his escape to another carriage. 

The young women crowned their audacity by 
never even offering to pay him for the buns he had 
bought them. "I was angry with them," said Sister 
Dora, "and quite ashamed of my sex. I felt as if 
I must give them a piece of my mind, so I said, 
*May I ask if you know that gentleman?' They 
gave me a rude stare, and giggled out, *Oh no; we 
never saw him before.' *Are you not going to pay 
him for those buns?' *Dear, no! Why should 
we? He ought to be only too glad to oblige ladies.' 
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Then," said Sister Dora, "I told them what I 
thought of them, and asked them whether they 
imagined it was ladylike behaviour to scrape 
acquaintance with a strange young man, and make 
him spend money on them. I flatter myself," she 
ended, ''that I made the girls ashamed of them- 
selves, and before we parted we were excellent 
friends, and they had promised me never to behave 
so again." 

There remained, indeed, up to her death, a few 
belonging to her own station in life who, as they 
did not fall under the immediate fascination of her 
presence, were wont to characterize her behaviour 
as undignified and unfeminine. Over the managing 
committee of the hospital she considered it her 
duty to exercise all the influence of which she was 
capable. These were mainly men, well to do and 
actively engaged in trade, or retired tradesmen. 
She had to walk warily in order to keep in good 
humour the diflerent elements which formed the 
committee, to whom, as they were men of various 
shades of opinion, both in religion and politics, it 
was not always easy to avoid giving oflence. 

It was never her way to yield her will in matters 
which she considered of importance; but just as in 
her childish days she was in no huny to get her 
own way provided always that she saw^ even in the 
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far distance, a good chance of obtaining it, so now 
she would condescend to cajole and even to flatter, 
individually or collectively, those in whose hands 
the management of the hospital was placed. As 
occasion required, she would bring to bear her un- 
limited powers of humour and drollery, or turn on 
them the cold shoulder, sometimes giving them short 
answers and cool glances, until they were glad to 
surrender unconditionally and allow her to do as 
she liked. Her feminine devices were endless; one 
move, the last of all, she carefully kept in reserve, 
and only played it on desperate occasions. 

When every other attempt had failed, she would 
go before the committee and boldly demand that 
she might be allowed to carry into effect some plan 
to which she knew they would object. When she 
met with the anticipated refusal, she replied, "Very 
well, then, I shall go," and without giving her 
checkmated opponents time to say a word, she 
would march out of the room. She was perfectly 
aware that in a few hours they would entreat her to 
make her own terms, and do anything she pleased, 
except leave the hospital. More than once, however, 
they positively accepted her resignation, and began 
to look out for her successor. This, indeed, was 
more than she bargained for, but the result was 
the same; nq second Sister Dora was to be found, 
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and the matter always ended in her keeping her 
post. 

The Sister occupied a very solitary position at 
Walsall. She was surrounded by hundreds of people, 
whose needs, physical and moral, she supplied out 
of her own large store. She was always giving out, 
spending and being spent for others, and among 
all these crowds probably not one single soul could 
give her anything in return beyond genuine grati- 
tude, love, and admiration. These are valuable 
in their way, but no one can live on them. She 
was friendly with everybody, to whatever class of 
society they belonged, and contrived, unconsciously 
perhaps, with true well-bred tact, to give each of 
her acquaintance the impression that she was 
receiving, rather than conferring, a benefit by her 
intercourse with them. It mattered, indeed, but 
httle that she found no one in Walsall of her own 
social position, but that she had no one with whom 
to measure her intellect was far more serious. The 
clergy, hard-working, earnest, devoted men, as 
they must be to work in the Black Country at all, 
lived too far off to afford her companionship, and, 
with the single exception of Mr. Twigg, were hardly 
men of congenial spirit with her own. 

The surgeons attached to the hospital were, it 
is true, one or two of them, unusually highly gifted 
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men. But her intercourse with them was mainly in 
the way of business, and it behoved a person in her 
position, with so many eyes upon her, to be ex- 
tremely cautious how she exchanged the ceremonious 
terms of courtesy which exist between doctor and 
lady-nurse for any more friendly feeling. Occasionally 
she had ladies who came to her to be trained, and 
who became for the time more or less of companions, 
but they stayed only a few months, and then were 
lost sight of, for she had no time to keep up a 
regular correspondence with any one. 

She was in this isolated condition, when a man 
came across her path with whom she was able to 
associate on terms of equal companionship, with 
whom she could discuss a multitude of non-profes- 
sional subjects, and in whose society she found an 
ever-increasing pleasure. It is nothing to say that 
he admired her — no one could look at her without 
admiration — or that he found her ideas firesh and 
original, and her conversation brilliant and racy. 
Every one felt thus much when in her presence, but 
this man was able to appreciate as well as to admire 
her. He could give her the intelligent sympathy 
and support for which all her life she had craved; 
he was the only person she had ever met who could 
attempt to understand her strange imaginations and 
restless longings for the attainment, even in this 
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world, of something higher and better than ordinary 
human life can oifer. He was, in short, her superior 
in every respect but one — he had no faith in revealed 
religion, and therefore, in that which had become to 
her the mainspring of action, he was wholly wanting. 
This he did not attempt to hide from her — nay, 
from her very first acquaintance with him she knew 
the truth. 

She had only lately been herself drawn, as it 
were, out of the mire of scepticism and of torment- 
ing doubts, and now tbe old temptation was pre- 
sented to her in a new and fascinating form. 
Gradually but surely she allowed herself to yield to 
it, and at last became engaged to this man, of whom 
it may be said that he loved her with an unselfish 
devotion all but worthy of its object, and to whom 
she was ready to give herself up body and souL 
She seemed suddenly to change her nature, and to 
throw to the winds all considerations, save the satis- 
faction of this passionate attachment Had she 
been striving "to wind herself too high for sinful 
man beneath the sky?'' Was this trial meant to 
test to the very utmost the reality of her high profes- 
sions? Did she fail in order that she might learn 
humility by passing through the furnace of suffering? 
To questions such as these no answer can ever be 
given on this side of the grave. 
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The same friend who had delivered her once be- 
fore came to her rescue now. He bade her to be true 
to her professions, if not for her own sake, at least 
for that of others, and he urgently entreated her to 
. pause and consider what she was about to do. He 
reminded her, that either her own faith would not 
suffice to stand against the power of this man's 
intellect, or else, that she must suffer the misery of 
seeing him, with whom her life was to be passed^ 
differ from herself on subjects which she considered 
the most momentous of a!i. More, far more than 
this; he pressed upon her, by that supreme per- 
sonal love for God which he believed to be all this 
while lying dormant, and not really quenched with- 
in her, to draw back while there was yet time. 
His arguments in the end prevailed, and the en- 
gagement was broken off; but not the least part of 
the suffering which her exercise of courage entailed 
upon her must have been the knowledge that she 
had treated her lover with the utmost unfairness; 
that she had not only shown disrespect towards 
the faith which she professed, but had given him 
cause to think meanly of her principles and of her 
conduct. 

No wonder that, after such a severe mental 
strain, she should have an illness. She was hard at 
work as usual one day, when she fainted away upon 
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one of the beds. The fit proved to be the be- 
ginning of an attack of pyaemia, and matter formed 
in the knee, to the despair of the old surgeon, who 
thought that amputation of the leg would be ne- 
cessary in order to save life. Like many of her 
own patients, she vowed that she would not submit 
to the operation, for that she would rather die than 
live. ThiS; no doubt, was true enough, and indeed 
ever afterwards she showed a carelessness and reck- 
lessness about her health, painful to witness. The 
poor old doctor went out of the hospital in tears, 
saying, "If Sister Dora dies, Vl\ never enter these 
doors again." But she affirmed that she was 
going to recover, and although she was ill for a 
month, and was obliged to leave her patients in the 
charge of her lady-pupil, she was as good as her 
word. 

One morning, on hearing that there was to be a 
very serious operation, at which her presence would 
have been greatly missed, she got out of bed, and 
fell straight into her old duties, without going 
through any period of convalescence. Many had 
been the anxious and heartfelt inquiries during her 
sickness, but none had so much touched her as 
those of the young man whose arm she had formerly 
saved. He walked over from the place where he 
worked, eleven miles distant, every Sunday morning, 



94 SISTER DORA* 

his only holiday. When the servant appeared m 
answer to his vigorous poll at the hospital bdl, he 
eagerly inquired, ''How's Sister?" and when he had 
received his answer, said, ''Tell her thatfs A«r am 
that rang the bell," and walked back 2^aiii. 

In the early spring of the year 1869, the gover- 
ness in the family of the writer of this memoir 6i 
dangerously ill, and a sick-nurse was required, hi 
answer to a telegram sent firom Lichfield, Sister 
Dora herself ^peaxed. She had then scaxoefy beea 
heard of beyond her own immediate neighboaihood, 
and none of the househdd knew her by si^it. M 
were struck at once, first by the singular beamy 
and refined appearance and speech of the supposed 
nurse, next by the shrewdness of the questioos 
which she put as to the nature of the case for whii^ 
a nurse was required. She soon departed, saying 
she would send a nurse, but it woul^ not be tin 
veiy late that evening. 

Between eleven and twelve at night Sister Den 
came back, looking veiy meny, and like a bof 
escaped fix>m schooL As she got out of the railway 
omnibus she tendered her sixpenny iaie to the con- 
ductor. He held it in the palm of his extended 
hand, and looking comically first at her face and 
then at the sixpence, remarked, "What! take a 
sixpence from jrou^ Sisterl Not if I knows it!" 
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And in the darkness she recognized an old hospital 

patient. On coming into the house, she merely 

said, "Well, I couldn't find you a nurse, so IVe 

come myself." She spent the rest of the night in 

sitting up with the patient. She came down to 

breakfast in the moming as fresh as, or rather 

freslier than, those who had passed the hours in 

bed. During the next day she took no rest, except 

by coming down to luncheon and dinner with the 

family, whom she kept in fits of laughter, and who 

were delighted to find themselves in such good 

company; and she proposed to sit up again at night, 

saying, in answer to remonstrances, "Oh, Tm used 

to it. I always find I can sit up seven nights nursing 

if I go to bed the eighth." 

She slept occasionally in the daytime, whenever 
the desire to go out in the carriage instead did not 
prove irresistible. A drive into the country seemed 
to give her boundless pleasiire. The first time she 
went out she clasped her hands and cried out with 
delight at the commonest objects. "Oh, look at the 
trees and the green grass! It is so long since I saw 
them." As she drove along, she laughed out loud 
like a child at the sight of the flowers in the hedge- 
rows, her spirits and enthusiasm carrying away her 
companions, till they too laughed to see her enjoy- 
ment. Her patient was suffering firom pleurisy, a 
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form of illness not suited to display Sister Dora's 
powers, which had been exercised almost exclusively 
on surgical cases. She possessed but little ex- 
perience of serious illness apart from surgery, and 
what little training she had gained at Coatham was 
chiefly surgical. In after years she learnt more of 
the refinements of nursing than she knew at this 
time, but it is not likely that she ever had the op- 
portunity of becoming a first-rate medical nurse. 
She was away from Walsall for three weeks on this 
occasion, and did not leave her patient until she 
had herself taken her safely to her south-coimtry 
home. 

When the time came of the nurse's departure, 
every one, old and young, was grieved to lose her. 
One of the daughters of the house asked whether 
Sister Dora would not give her some training as a 
surgical nurse at Walsall. The answer, given with 
humorous emphasis, was, "No, certainly not! You're 
much too dainty a piece of goods." 

Twice during these three weeks, which she called 
her holiday, she was summoned to Walsall, in order 
that, by her personal influence, she might induce 
patients in the hospital to submit to necessary 
operations. The difficult and delicate task, first of 
telling a person, whose nervous system has been 
shaken by a severe accident, that a serious, perhaps 
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a dangerous, operation must be undergone in order 
to save life, and then of bracing their nerves until 
they have sufficient courage to face the ordeal, often 
fell to her lot This duty she performed with un- 
usual tact, and poor frightened creatures have been 
so well sustained and comforted by her courage, 
that they have declared they hardly minded any- 
thing "so that Sister was there." 

Children terribly burnt and scalded were con- 
stantly brought to the hospital, and the manner of 
dressing and treating such cases occupied a large 
share of Sister Dora's thoughts and attention. She 
was not satisfied until she could succeed in entirely 
restoring a tolerably healthy surface of skin over 
the charred wounds. The secret of her success in 
the treatment of bums ought, no doubt, to be largely 
attributed to her wide experience in this particular 
line. Scarcely any twelve hours passed in which 
some workman did not appear, scalded from a 
boiler, or, what was far worse, by molten metal. 
Often, in a single day, several children more or less 
badly burnt, were brought to the hospital. When- 
ever it was at all possible she dressed their wounds, 
and sent them home with the assurance that she 
would come herself and see how they were getting 
on. She would rather give herself this extra fatigue 
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than have the wards and beds tainted by the ^f^via 
from burnt wounds. Sister Dora's experience ia the 
treatment of the scalds and bums of chHdren led 
her to adopt a method of her own, founded mainly 
upon common sense. The surgeons wisely forbore 
to interfere with her in these kind of cases, where 
they knew that her practice was likely to be more 
efficacious than their own. 

If a large surface of the body was burnt, or if ' 
the child seemed beside itself with terror, she did 
not touch the wounds themselves, but only carefblly 
excluded the air from them by means of cotton 
wool and blankets wrapped roimd the body. She 
put hot bottles and flannel to the feet, and, if ne- 
cessary, ice to the head. Then she gave her atten- 
tion to soothing and consoling the shocked nerves, 
a state which she considered to be often a more 
immediate source of danger to the life of the child 
than the actual injuries. She fed it with milk and 
brandy, unless it violently refused food, when she 
would let it alone until it came round, saying that 
force or anything which involved even a slight fu^rther 
shock to the system, was worse than useless. Sonae- 
times, of course, the fatal sleep of exhaustion, fiom 
which there was no awakening, would follow; but 
more often than not ftxxi was successfully ad- 
ministered, and after a few hours, Sister Dora, hav- 
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kig gained the child's cof^dence, could dress the 
wotinds without fear of exciting the frantic terror 
wluch wmild hare been the result of toudiing them 
at £irst. If the child died, the comforting reflection 
remained that it had not been terrified and tor- 
mented to no purpose. 

The night-work of the hospital was conducted 
on the old-fashioned principle of employing paid 
nurses from the town, as they were wanted. Some- 
times Mrs. H sat up for part of a night, and 

Sister Dora for the rest, and often, when there were 
no very serious cases in the wards, no night nurse 
was considered necessary. Each patient had within 
easy reach a rope, which communicated with a bell 
hung over Sister Dora's own bed; the slightest sound 
of this bell was enough to rouse her completely, and 
she was downstairs in a few moments. 

She always felt the charge of children who were 
seriously hurt to be a responsibility which it was 
not right to shift, even for a few hours, upon the 
shoulders of others. She felt like a mother to them; 
she looked upon them while in the hospital as her 
own little ones, and she was unable to sleep quietly 
if she thought they were in pain, or crying vainly 
for their mothers. She therefore constantly took 
one, sometimes two children into her own bed, and 

7* 
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she has been known to sleep with a burnt baby on 
each arm. Those who have had experience of the 
sickening smell arising from bums will alone be able 
to appreciate the self-sacrifice which this must have 
involved. If a child was too old to share her bed 
she would sometimes have a cot put into her bed- 
room. 

One day a little girl of nine years old was brought 
to the hospital so badly burnt that she had plainly 
only a few hours to live. All pain had ceased, but 
the child was old enough to be terrified at the feel- 
ing of exhaustion which came on. Sister Dora at 
once resigned her other work into the hands of the 

lady-pupil and Mrs. H , and gave herself up to 

soothing and comforting the dying child. She sat 
by the bed for some hours, talking to her in a simple 
way about Jesus Christ and His love for little chil- 
dren, and about a happy place called heaven, where 
she was going, and where she would never feel pain 
and hunger again. The child died peacefully, and 
her last words, suggested probably by the flowers 
which always stood on the ward tables, were, "When 
you come to heaven. Sister, I'll meet you at the 
gates with a bunch of flowers." 

The following account was sent to me, with the 
subjoined little note. 
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^'June \%th, 1879. 

"Dear Miss Lonsdale, 
**I send you this as a summary of my hospital 
life, hoping (still doubting) it will be of service to 
you. And if there are any questions you think I 
can answer that will assist you, I will gladly do all 
I can. 

"Yours truly, 

"E. Simpson." 

**I Enoch Simpson Working in the Iron works 
Pelsall Met with an accident on the eighth of May 
i86g I was then about fourteen years Old there 
was little or no delay in conveying me to the 
Hospital but when I arrived there every bed was 
lull and they were about to send me away, but 
Sister Dora asked to look at me and when she saw 
I was so badly hurt she instantly made up a bed 
on the floor behind the door of the then Hatherton 
ward. The while which I was taken in and laid on 
a large table and Sister Dora set a patient to watch 
me till she was ready then she took of my clothes 
and washed me then laid me in the bed she had 
just prepared for me, I lay their for a few days till 
one of the other beds was Vacant she then removed 
me to it, on this second bed I lay for three months 
attended to in all my wants by Sister Dora, from 
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my pillow wasnt quite light or that m^r kg wanted 

moving a little she would come and do it whatever 

it was and say 'will that do' {Yes Sister) then she'd 

go about her work, but at the next sound of her 

step zny bell would ring but as often as my bell 

TOUQ ^ster would oome, and some of the other 

patients would often remark that I should wear 

that little bell out or Sister and she'd say 'never 

mind for I like to hear it and its nevar too often' 

and it rang so often that I've heard Sister say that 

she often dreamt she heard my little bell and start 

t^ in a huny to find it was a dream. And that 

lasted for three months during Tf^ch time both 

Sister Dora and the Doctor tried all in their power 

and skill to cure my leg but it was no use for it 

had to be taken off (or else it would have taken 

me off) which was d<me at three months to the day 

and almost the hour of my entrance. This is a 

sketdi of how I consented to that operation. Sister 

Dora sent for my father to the Hospital he came 

and my oldest Brother, Sister told my father why 

she sent for him and asked him if he would consent 

he said not unless I did so she sent him to ask 

me and I said no he went back to Sister and 

told her I said no then my brother came but with 

the same success then Sister said she'd try and see 

whether I'd consent for her; she came and sat by 
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my bed and talked to me a long time and slij« 
explained to me how near I was to death and ske 
told me of another patient that was in at the sam^ 
time as me who had a bad arm, she said that h^ 
was at death's door and that he like me was afraid 
of losing his limb but she had prevailed on hin^ 
to consent as the only means of saving his life. 
She said 'look at him how nice he is a getting^ 
round' and by her persuasions I did consent and 
on the same day my leg was amputated. Until the 
end of these three months I was gradually getting 
weaker as I could'nt take but very Uttle support 
though the daintiest bits were got for me by Sister 
Dora, she would come and sit by me and try to 
persuade me to take a little with the kindest 
persuasion possible and feed me with the tenderest 
care. At that time she used to tell my friends 
that came to see me that she was going to have it 
advertised in the paper, a living skeleton to be seen 
on the premises adults Sixpence a head children 
half price and on one occasion she brought one of 
her lady friends round and when she got to me she 
said 'Enoch show this lady your arm' I did and 
the lady fainted away. But from the time my leg 
was taken off, I began to get better and when suf- 
ficient to allow Sister would often take me in her 
arms and carry me about the Hospital and say she 
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ifig gained the chikl's coii^dence, could dress the 
wotinds without fear of exciting the frantic terror 
which would have been the result of touching them 
at first. If the child died, the comforting reflection 
remained that it had not been terrified and tor- 
mented to no purpose. 

The night-work of the hospital was conducted 
on the old-fashioned principle of employing paid 
nurses from the town, as they were wanted. Some- 
times Mrs. H sat up for part of a night, and 

Sister Dora for the rest, and often, when there were 
no very serious cases in the wards, no night nurse 
was considered necessary. Each patient had within 
easy reach a rope, which communicated with a bell 
hung over Sister Dora's own bed; the slightest sound 
of this bell was enough to rouse her completely, and 
she was downstairs in a few moments. 

She always felt the charge of children who were 
seriously hurt to be a responsibility which it was 
not right to shift, even for a few hours, upon the 
shoulders of others. She felt like a mother to them; 
she looked upon them while in the hospital as her 
own little ones, and she was unable to sleep quietly 
if she thought they were in pain or crying vainly 
for their mothers. She therefore constantly took 
one, sometimes two children into her own bed, and 

r 
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ready for the Doctor to come rx>und* in Ike afiier- 
noon she would attend to the outpatients, diess tiieir 
wounds set a brc^en arm sow up a cut or draw 
teeth in fact any thing that was required o£ lier she 
would do and always with the tender«t care suod 
the kindest word to alL And besides all this there 
would often come a drunken man or woBian wbo 
had been fighUng and call her from her bed at all 
hours and often with iu>tbing but a mere scratchy 
and with all that I never heard her complain any 
more than say 'it's too bad, isn't it' that was only 
in such cases as drunken fights and not then if it 
was anything serious but sympathise with them and 
express hier sorrow for them. And beside all this 
she used to see to the coming in and going out of every 
thing. When she had a bit of spare timie from all 
this she would repair sheets, &c or cut out and 
make ^irts for the patients or read to them or find 
some game of amusement or tell us a tale sonse 
times what sbis had witnessed in the tDUt-patient 
apartment some times some of the history of her 
earlier days about going a fox hunting in fsx^t she 
was always studying our amusement and interest 
and those patients who were the most trouble she 
seemed the fondest of in case there were any in 
who \fere poorly o£f for clothing she would give 
theta a suit when they went out. Her self denial 
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was great for as soon as the fruit or vegetables came 
in season some kmd frieiul ivould send some for 
Sister Dora then she would count her patients and 
measure or count the fruit or v^etable and if she 
found there was enough for each to have a taste she 
would divide it among them and go with out herself 
which I know has often been the case. She used 
also to take once a year all the patients she could 
and the servants, to Aston or Suttcm, or some sudi 
place, at her own expence, and not only those who 
were then under her care but those that had been 
who used through their love for her to go and see 
her/' 

In one of the letters written in the eaurly part of 
the year 1870 to her old friend at Little Woolston, 
Sister Dora says: "And so you wish me still at 
Woolston. I could wish myself back, to do differently; 
I think I could do so much better now than I did 
then; I have learnt more, and I think, my dear Miss 

F (I say it in all humility), I have learnt to 

love God more. . . . Eternity has become so much 
more real. I wish I could come and sit with you 
for an hour, and tell you of my happy life here. It 
is a very busy one, but a very happy one: every- 
body is so good and kind, I am only afraid I shall 
get spoilt." 
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She waSy fortunately, able to write and talk at 
the same time, or her letters would not have been 
written at all. Her custom was to send a con- 
valescent patient whom she could trust, to prepare 
paper, ink, and pen, in her little sitting-room; then 

saying, "Now, nurse," or "Now, Miss " (as the 

case might be), "Fm ready," she would kneel by 
the table and write letters while she heard and an- 
swered questions to which she had been too busy 
to give her attention before. It is hardly wonderful 
that these letters should be short and hurried, and 
that they should often contain ill-expressed sentences. 
They do not give any just impression of her i>owers, 
and therefore, with a very few exceptions, they are 
not introduced into this memoir. 
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CHAPTER IV. 
THE WORK OF THE HOSPITAL: 1870-1873. 

"Get leave to work 
In this world — *tis the best you get at all." 

During the years 1870-71 Sister Dora had a 
strong desire to go and nurse those who were 
wounded in the French and German war. After 
much consideration, she made up her mind that her 
work was cut out for her at Walsall, and that she 
ought not to allow anything more exciting to take 
her away from her present duty. The following ac- 
count of an ordinary day's work at Walsall Hospital, 
written by one of Sister Dora's lady-pupils, gives an 
excellent picture of what went on there: — 

"Sister Dora used to come down into the wards 
at half-past six in the morning, make the beds of 
all the patients who were able to get up, and give 
them their breakfasts, until half-past seven, when it 
was time for her own breakfast The bright, sun- 
shiny way she always worked, with a smile and a 
t)leasant word for every one, was in itself a medi- 
cine of the best kind. She would quote proverbs 
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or apt pithy sayings, and she often asked questions 
which would set all the men thinking — such as 
'What is a gentleman?' By the time she came back 
into the wards, they would have their answers ready. 
*To go to church with a gold watch in your pocket' 
constituted a gentleman, according to one man. 'To 
be rich and well-dressed, and have a lot of fellows 
under you,' was another answer. Some men were 
more thoughtful, and said, *Nay; that won't make a 
gentleman.' But although most of them knew what 
a gentleman was net, they found a great difficulty in 
defining what he wai. Then would Sister Dcx'a, 
while she was dressing the wounds, or going about 
her work, give them her own views on the subject, 
and show how a nsan could be rich and well- 
dressed, and yet be no gentleman. She told me 
once that she often cried when she went to bed at 
night to think how many good words she might 
have spoken in season to her men. She used gene- 
rally to invent some queer nickname for each of 
them^ in order that they might (as she said) the 
sooner forget their former lives and associations, if 
those had been bad. Thus, one man would always 
be spoken of as *King Charles' (even having it 
written upon his egg for breakfast), because his face 
suggested Charies the First to Sister Dora. 'Darkey,' 
and 'Cockney,' and ^Pa;t,' and 'Stumpy,' would 
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answer to no other names. Rude, rough fellows, of 
coussey constantly came in; nobody had ever seen 
such a woman as this before, so beautiful^ so good, 
so tender-heaiFted, so strong and so geia^e, so fbH of 
fun and humour, and of sympathy for broken hearts 
as "weU as for every other kind of fracture , and the 
best firiend that many of these poor maimed men 
had ev^ known. She was the personification of 
goodness and unselfishness to them; skilful and 
rapid in her work, a great matter where wounds are 
concerned, and in a place where there was much to 
be done and few people to do it. After her own 
breakfast she read prayers on the staircase, so that 
all the patients in the three wards could hear and 
join* Then came the daily ward work — the washing 
of breakfast things .and of patients, and the dressing 
of wounds. At half-past ten o^clock there were 
usually several out-patients, who came regularly to 
have their wounds poulticed or lanced, cm: otherwise 
attended to. The doctor generally appeared about 
eleven, and went his rounds. At twelve came the 
patients' dinner, at which Sister Dora attended 
minutely to every detail, and always carved herseli 
Then she read prayers in the little general sitting- 
room, the lady-pupils, if there were any, and the 
servants only attending. Then followed dinner for 
the nurses:, a very movable feast;, sometimes put off 
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for an hour or more, and sometimes omitted alto* 
gether, as far as Sister Dora herself was coacemedt 
if any visitors whom she was obhged to see, or ai^ 
accidents came in at that time. Out-patients, who 
were treated eveiy day, began to arrive at two 
o'clock, and truly their 'name was legion/ when it 
was no tmcommon event for sixty or a hundred 
persons to pass through the little rooms in the 
course of one afternoon. It was a most interesting 
sight to watch Sister Dora with her out-patients. 
They had the greatest confidence in her skill, and 
with good reason. All faces brightened whenever 
she approached; she generally knew aU about them 
and their circumstances — had perhaps nursed some 
of the family before as in-patients — and she always 
had a word of sympathy and advice for each. The 
doctors got through their part of the work qnidd^, 
for they passed on to her such minor operations and 
dressings as are entrusted to experienced dressers in 
large hospitals. The setting of fractures, and even 
the drawing of teeth, when no surgeon was present, 
were common operations to her. Her bandaging was 
^o good that a surgeon at Birmingham called upon 
all his students to admire, and to study as a modd 
of excellence, the bandaging of a man's head whic^ 
was her handiwork. The treatment of the out-patients 
often took between two and three hours, so that the 
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in-patients' tea at five o'clock had sometimes to be 
prepared by the servants, when neither Sister Dora 
nor her pupil could be spared. About half-past five 
or six the nurses had their own tea; but it was 
rarely that Sister Dora got a quiet meal, for either 
some one would come tapping at the door, saying 
"she was wanted," or the surgery bell would ring, 
as, indeed, it often did all day long. "There is no 
peace for the wicked," she would say, as she got up 
to do whatever was needed. After tea she went 
into the wards again, and this was the time to 
which her patients looked forward all day. She 
would go and talk to them individually, or a proba- 
tioner would play the harmonium, and they would 
sing hynms, she joining with her strong, cheery voice 
while she washed up the tea-things. Some of the 
patients would play at games, in which she occa- 
sionally took part. She had a way of inducing the 
men to wait on each other, and many of them did 
this, besides a great deal of work in the wards. 
She always had a devoted slave in some boy, whose 
ailments kept him a long while in the hospital. A 
poor diseased boy called Sam, who was about ten 
years old when he came, served her with preter- 
natural quickness and intelligence. One morning 
his arm was so painful that instead of getting up as 
usual, he covered his face with the bedclothes, and 
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sobbed as noiselessly as he could underneath thent 
Sister Dora was obliged that morning to fetch the 
various articles she needed herself — cotton, wool, 
syringes, bandages, ointment, old linen, etc., which 
Sam usually looked out, and put in order ready for 
her use. "Tell Sam I do miss him," she said. Hm 
his tears ceased, and his face beamed all over with 
delight, when her words were repeated to him! He 
instantly dressed himself and ran to fulfil his dail^ 
office. He followed her about like her shadow, and 
was never so happy as when doing something for 
her. She used to amuse herself by consulting him 
occasionally, saying, "Now, Doctor" (such was his 
nickname), "what would you do in this case?" Saa 
would promptly reply, "Iodine paint," or "Zinc aint- 
ment," or whatever he thought he had observed that 
she used in similar cases. A boy about seventeen 
years of age, whom Sister Dc^-a called "Cockm^," 
because he had been "dn^ged up," as he expressed 
it, in London, came in with an injuiy to his 1^ firam 
a coal-pit accident He seemed to have no one 
belonging to him, and his leg was long in healing 
partly because, short of strapping him down, it was 
impossible to keep him fix>m hopping contiimafif 
out of bed, when he ought to have been quiet He 
was possessed with a spirit of fiin and mischief and 
would have made a capital clown in a- pantomime 
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or a circus. Jests and jokes flowed from him 
spoiitaneonsly on all occasions. He gave a great 
deal of trouble, but eveiybody liked him. One of 
the liuries whom he plagued most remarked, '^I 
wcmder Sister Dora has not had more influence for 
good over him." After he had left the hospital, he 
came up one day to the out-patients' ward, and 
waited long for a sight of "Sister," saying afterwards, 
"Isn^t she beautiful? That is what I call a real lady." 
How could any one, indeed, live with her without 
realizing, how much there was to love and admire; 
and will not the recollection of her beautiful life and 
ministry prevent many a man from falling into "that 
worst of all scepticisms, a disbelief in human good- 
ness"? "Cockney," probably, will often look back 
with regret on the "Christian tent," as he called the 
hospital, where it was his good fortune to be taken. 
By eight o'clock wounds had been dressed for the 
night, and the patients* supper was served. Sister 
Dora read prayers always, even when, as sometimes 
happened, her many duties and labours had so de- 
layed her that most of the patients were asleep, for 
she said, "The prayers go up for them all the same." 
Just before bedtime came her own supper, when she 
would often" be very merry, and would relate' her 
many remarkable experiences with intense fun and 

drollery. Her keen sense of the ridiculous must 

8» 
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have preserved her from much weariness of spirit 
This was the time to which the lady-pupils looked 
forward, and when they expected to enjoy themselves, 
but they were not unfrequently disappointed. Sister 
Dora would just look in at the door and say, "I am 
going to bed; I don't want any supper to-night" 
This often happened on Frida3rs or during Lent; and 
how she managed to get through such constant hard 
work upon the very meagre diet she allowed herself, 
was a marvel. Her life was one long self-sacrifice. 
"We ought to give up our lives for the brethren," 
she said, and she acted upon her convictions. 

Those who read this account will most likely 
wonder why Sister Dora did not employ more 
helpers, and why she should have spent her valuable 
time and strength in drudgery for which a proba- 
tioner, if not a servant, might have sufficed. She 
often received remonstrances from her friends on 
this point, but she always remained deaf to them. 
She was even known to rejoice in being short of a 
servant, when she would cheerfully add cooking to 
her other labours, saying, "Servants are such plagues, 
I would infinitely rather do it all myself." She dis- 
liked kitchen work, and knew but little about cookery, 
as she used to confess with sorrow. At one time 
she seriously contemplated attending cookery classes 
at Birmingham, because she found her ignorance as 
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to this branch of her household duties inconvenient, 
but leisure always failed her. 

She preferred doing personally as much as pos- 
sible of the work of her hospital, the chief reason 
for this being that activity and even restlessness of 
mind and body which would not allow her to be 
still. "She always took the heaviest and roughest 
part of any employment upon herself," remarked her 

old servant, Mrs. H , "and she never chose to 

ask her servants or lady-pupils to do anything which 
she was not in the constant habit of undertaking 
herself." She wished her own personal influence to 
be paramount with every in or out patient of the 
hospital. She was the first to be up and the last to 
go to rest, and she was perhaps apt to be intolerant 
of slowness or dulness of comprehension in others, 
preferring to do their work herself, rather than to 
wait while they got through it; she did not care to 
employ even a competent subordinate, and she thus 
thoroughly earned the title of the "one-horse Chay" 
given to her by Bishop Selwyn, in whose diocese 
Walsall lay. Between Sister Dora and our great 
missionary Bishop a strong fellow-feeling and sym- 
pathy existed. They were in many respects kindred 
spirits, and she gave him, probably, as much of her 
confidence as she ever gave to any one. He, in 
return^ fully appreciated her remarkable qualities. 
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She was a person of stixxig, ^most violent^ piie- 
judicesy which she sUove in vain not to exhibit 
towards her lady-pupils. When she was so iacdined 
no one could be a more patient and a more thorough 
teacher; she never grudged time or attention , bolb 
of which she bestowed liberally on the pupils to 
whom she took a fancy. She would explain to 
them carefully and elaborately the why and where- 
fore of everything she did, on the sole coodilioa 
that they never asked heac questions in the presenoe 
of the patients. Like many other people, whose o«kb 
acquirements are of a first-rate order, she gave those 
who were her Mends amimg her pupils , credit for 
more knowledge and sagaci^ than they really 
possessed — "wrapping us," says one of tibem, "in 
the warm mantle of her own giieat skill and kiaow* 
ledge." 

But still, the main less(Hi which her lady-pupds 
carried away from Walsall, was not how to dress 
wounds or how to bandage, or even how to manage 
a hospital on the most popular as well as the most 
economical method, but rather the mighty results 
which the motive-power of love towards God, and» 
fcx His sake, towards mankind, might enable one 
single woman to effect Sister Dora said to a fii^dd 
who was engaging a servant for ihe hospital, 'Tell 
her this is not an ordiniuy house, or even hospitals 
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I want her to undarstand that all who serve here, in 
whatever capacity^ ought to have one rule, lave /or 
God J and then I need not say love for their work. 
I wish we could use, and really mean, the word 
Maison-Dim^ 

She spoke unreservedly to her household upon 
die absolute necessity of constant private prayer, and 
expressed c^nly her own strong conviction that no 
blessing could attend the hospital unless those who 
worked in it fulfilled their du^ in this respect. It 
was literally true that she never touched a wound 
without lifting up her heart to the Giver of all virtue, 
and asking that healing might be conveyed by her 
means; that she never set a fracture without a prayer 
that, through her instrumentality, the limb might 
unite. As she attended upon the surgeons during 
an operation, the most absorbing and anxious oi a 
nurse's duties, where the patient's life must often, 
hwnanly speaking, depeiul (m readiness of eye and 
instantaneous comprehension of the slightest sign on 
the part -of the operating surgeon, and on inteUigent 
obedience to his orders, she seemed able to separate 
hear bodily and intellectual from her spiritual powers, 
wJUbdi were engaged in holding communion with 
that Being in whose Hand are the issues of life and 
death. 

As years passed on she became able almost to 
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fulfil the Apostle's command, "Pray without ceasing.'* 
But the striking feature of her prayers was the strong 
faith which animated them. She did not pray be* 
cause it was her duty, or even because she wished 
to fit herself to hold communion with God hereafter, 
but because she believed that everything she asked 
for would be granted to her. She firmly held to ' 
the supernatural power, put into the hands of men 
by means of the weapon of prayer, and the practical 
faithlessness in this respect of the world at large 
was an ever-increasing source of surprise and dis- 
tress to her. She was, in fact, an example and a 
living testimony to all who knew her of the efiBcacy 
of that "prayer of faith which shall save the sick;" 
the sick in mind and soul, as well as in body. The 
thought of the lives led by most of those who were 
brought into the hospital weighed heavily upon her 
mind, especially if, as was fi-equently the case, they 
were insensible fi-om an accident, and never likely 
to recover consciousness. "Well," she would say, 
"we must pray;" and at night, when the ward was 
quiet, she might often be seen kneeling by the bed 
of some such sufferer. "These patients are my 
crosses," she would say; "there seems so little hope 
to bear one up." Her old servant, who slept in the 
next room to her mistress, used oft;en to hear her 
praying aloud for hours at night 
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The conviction grew upon her that presentiments 
were sent to her as direct warnings from God; and 
is it not possible that those who call this conviction 
superstitious may be condemning a childlike faith, 
the simplicity of which they themselves are unable 
to appreciate? One night Sister Dora woke up 
suddenly, feeling convinced that something was 
wrong in the wards. A serious amputation had 
taken place in the afternoon, but she had already 
visited the patient in the course of the night, ac- 
cording to her custom in anxious cases, and had 
found him going on well. But now she could not 
go to sleep again; something seemed urging her to 
get up, and, as usual, she obeyed the warning voice 
within her. She went straight to the patient, and 
found that one of the larger arteries had broken 
away from its ligatures, and that he was slowly but 
surely bleeding to death. She secured the artery in 
time to save the man's life. 

From the very first establishment of the regular 
hospital. Sister Dora had, with the permission of 
the surgeons, attended all post-mortem examinations, 
and it was in this way that she acquired her ac- 
curate knowledge of the different parts of the human 
body. When her friend, the old doctor of the hos- 
pital, retired, a thoroughly able man succeeded him. 
First under this gentleman's superintendence, and 



122 



SISIXR 'DORA. 



subsequently alone. Sister Dora learned to fierform 
the minor operations upon dead subjects, and prov^ 
beyond all doubt her manual skill and rdextmty. 
Her delicacy of touch and fine discrimination were 
constantly made use of by the surgeons to help 
them in discovering arteries which needed to be 
secured, and often when th&y had been searching in 
vain, she would put her sensitive finger on the ri^it 
spot. 

The anatomy c^ the eye had a special interest 
for her. She dissected eyes casefuUy, and went over 
to Birmingham to study cases in the Ophthabxiie 
Hospital. Her intere3t in this rspecial branch of 
surgery was by no means only theorejltcal, for at 
Walsall injuries to the eyes of workmen jBrom fiyiMig 
portions of metal, from ^arks, and from sm^ pieces 
of hot coal, are of common .ocGUXTence^ md it was 
often of the utmost importance that ^ucb x:ases 
should be dealt with promptly and stkUiiiilly, even 
before the aid of the surgeon could be ftroctiEed. It 
must be understood that, as there has never been a 
resident housensurgeon at the Walsall hospital, it be- 
came absolutely necessary liiat the nurse in c^^ge 
of it should be able to act as a surgeon on .^m 
emergency. 

Her presence at post->mortem examinations caiKed 
a remarkable reformation in the njiethod rof candsct- 
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iag them ^ Walsall. An occasion is well remem- 
bered in the «ariy days of the hospital (when smcikr 
mg was allowed in the post-mortem room), on which 
ike suEgeoa made some irrelevant temafk, which 
resmlted in unse^^aly jokes and laughter on 1^ part 
of the younger students. Sister Dora's eyes flashed, 
mi miy at the discourtesy paid to herself, but at 
the .disrespect shown to the presence of death; how- 
ever, she -said nothing. The next morning, when 
t^e doctor arrived, she summoned him into her 
primte room, and then, as he expressed it, "she let 
A^ viais of her wrath, which ^he had apparently 
been nursing .all night, burst upon me." He de- 
fended himself in vain; she strode up and down 
the little room in a fury of anger, such as he had 
nev^ see^ in her before. It ended in a mutual 
^P^Pgy» the doctor underta[king that tlie beh9;>^our 
of )he young men should for the future be ardeily 
md lever^DLt Ever afterwards, post-m(»tem examina- 
tions wese conducted at Walsall in sdemn silence, 
and with the same decorum whidh Sister Dora lier- 
self preserved in the presence of deatii. 

She showed great care and tend^ness in her 
own tre^tme^xt of the dead, performing the necessary 
offices with h^ oiim hands whenever it was poss&ile, 
and even devoting flowers, which would have given 
pleasure to her living patients, to the adornment of 
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a corpse. This indeed was a singular fancy in 
which she indulged, as some of her friends thought, 
to excess. But the necessary familiarity with death 
which hospital life brings, is too apt to engender 
carelessness regarding the outward signs of its pre- 
sence. Possibly she may have felt this tendency in 
herself, and therefore she determined to discourage 
it in every way among those around her. She would 
not allow a corpse to remain a moment longer in 
the ward than was absolutely necessary, and one of 
her patients has never forgotten how, when a man 
died in the bed next to his own in the night, Sister 
Dora, who was the only nurse present, took up the 
body in her arms with apparent ease, and carried it 
straight to the mortuary. The doctor under whom 
she worked for many years describes her physical 
strength as gigantic. She seemed actually to revel 
in the exercise of it, and to delight in testing it as 
severely as possible. If a huge collier fell out of 
bed (not an uncommon event), she asked no one to 
help her, but picked him up as if he had been a 
baby, and put him back again. With these mani- 
fold strains on her strength, working all day, sitting 
up at night, taking little food, little rest, and a very 
rare holiday, it was impossible to discover that her 
health suffered. 

The surgeon considered that she set all kinds of 
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fractures better than general practitioners (probably 
because she had more practice), and he used to 
affirm that a broken thigh would most likely be 
better dealt with by her than by himself. A boy 
came up to the hospital one day, having just chopped 
off one of his fingers. "Where's the finger?" in- 
quired Sister Dora. "It's at home," replied the 
boy. "You stupid fellow! Go and fetch it this mo- 
ment, and mind you are quick!" On the produc- 
tion of the missing article, she set the fracture, and 
the surgeon bears witness that the finger healed 
perfectly, and became useful. 

She took a peculiar delight in the mechanical 
part of such operations, and he well remembers her 
openly expressed pleasure when she first made the 
discovery, by means of his explanation, of the 
peculiar action of the muscles in the toes and fingers. 
"Well, now, and zsn'f that wonderful!" was her ex- 
clamation. As her knowledge of the human frame 
became more and more exact, her admiration and 
wonder, as well as her reverence for it, increased. 
She would have passed a first-rate examination in 
surgery, and the surgeon, a Scotchman, did his best 
to induce her to go and study at Edinburgh, there 
to qualify for practice. But she shrank ftx)m the 
publicity of such a proceeding; and indeed, while 
she could practise as house-surgeon at the Walsall 
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Hospital^ she had no occasion to desire an)rthing 
fiirtih^ in that line. Accidents on the raikoad were 
of £requent occuitence) and the sufferers were usually 
brought straight to Sister Dora, so that by degrees 
many of the mein employed upon the South Stafford* 
shire Ime became her friends. 

In 1 87 1, their gratitude for her many deeds of 
kindness and love towards them took a practical 
shape, and tiiey subscribed among themselves fiffy 
pounds, with which they bought a small carriage 
and a pony. They presented their offering in the 
hospital grounds, which were filled with sympa- 
thizing witnesses in the shape of old patients. Sister 
Dora herself standing on the steps of the hospital 
to receive the gift. She was greatly touched by 
the kindness of their intention, although at first she 
feared that her new possession might prove a white 
elephant to her, and that she should never find 
time to use it But many a convalescent patient 
was the better for it, and Sister Dora soon found 
that she could save herself both time and strength 
by using the carriage when she wanted to visit sick 
people at their own homes. 

From the year 1870 she had no holiday for 
three years, yet her health does not seem to have 
suffered. In 1872 the following description was 
written of her, by a lady who was staying in the 
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iveighi)diirliood Of Walsall ^ and who had heard' of 
the famie of Sister Dora's deeds t^ — 

"We have been td see the celebrated Sister Pora; 
and I miist tell you about h^ at once. 'Cottage 
Hosfpital' is hardly the name for it, for Walsall is 
an: enormoil^ place; and the)re are something, like a 
score of beds, with only Sister and one paid nurse 

(Mrs. H ), and two' or three scrubber folk, to 

look after l^m. I wish you had been with us! 
She is a tali, bl^ck-haired, handsome woman, brim^ 
ming ov^ with fiin and energy. I think the most 
striking, part of her is the way she picks out the 
humorous side of eveiything she tells one, and 
laughs over it so heartOy, that the first mcMnent I 
thought her unfeeling. But then the next minute 
she had brought tears into my eyes, and I ^aw' that 
her sense of humour must be the greatest blessing 
and help to her in the midst of such melancholy 
scenes. Such things she told us! pouring them out 
one after another as if it were a treat to have friends 
to chatter tO; On Saturday, at midnight, a man 
was brought in with his throat cut, dead to all 
appearance. He had cut his sweetheart's throat 
first, and all'the dodtors were wil^ her, for he had 
rushed aw^ into the fields, and had not been 
fbarid fcHf some time^ SO' Sister Dora sewed up his 
woiind^ as he Iky in< the hall, thinking that, if he 
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were not dead, he would be in a few minutes, and 
it was not worth moving him. But as she finished, 
he began to breathe again with a gasp, and now he 
is likely to get well. It was curious to see how 
completely she had taken him under her protection, 
and was disposed to throw the chief blame on the 
girl who had jilted him. She is doing well, so it 
is not so horrible as it might have been. He is 
watched day and night by a policeman, and Sister 
Dora is so careful of his feelings, that she begs the 
superintendent to send them (the police) in plain 
clothes, and not to send again one who had not 
been very civil to him. He has borne an excellent 
character hitherto, poor man, and the stronger he 
grows, the more miserable he is. She told us how 
she had warned the other patients against gossiping 
about it in his presence, and smuggled away the 
newspapers, and coaxed away the policeman, that 
she might get him to herself for a while. There is 
quite a competition among the policemen for the 
hospital post And before we had done laughing 
at her description of the policeman's behavioiu:, and 
of all her expedients for keeping the poor man 
quiet in body and mind, she burst out with a stoiy 
one of the police had told her, and shed tears in 
telling of some deserted children who had been 
found almost starved in a lonely house with their 
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dead mother. Then came a story of a child who 
had been burnt the day before, while his parents 
were away drinking, and of another scalded child 
who had been brought by her mother, with the 
character of being *the nastiest little thing ever 
seen' (*and, my dear,' remarked Sister Dora, 'she 
was possessed; I don't know how many there 
weren't inside her'). We saw her, with an old, un- 
childish face, and a doll which Sister Dora had 
given her because she had behaved decently for 
one day. In the next bed was the dearest, merriest 
little two-year-old broken thigh, and opposite, a 
poor servant-girl who had lost her leg by the old, 
foolish trick of playing with a gun that she thought 
was unloaded. She was very deaf, and when Sister 
Dora put her lips close to her ear, the girl threw 
her arm round her neck and pulled her down to 
kiss her, in a way that made me feel ashamed of 
ever having thought it possible that she could be 
unfeeling. I think Til do some texts for a new 
ward they have just opened, by way of expressing 
my feelings. Oh! and she described in a most 
dramatic way an absurd scene when she was 
reading aloud a touclung story. One weakly man 
began to cry, and a big Irishman laughed at him; 
he was ash^nned to see a grown man cry over a 
book. Quoth Sister Dora, * You'd better not say 

Sister Dora, 9 
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too much; it's the third time IVe read it, and Fm 
choky myself.' A little while after, she saw the 
Irishman nudge his neighbour: *I say, have you 
got a handkerchief?' The man hadn't, and the 
reading went on, till she saw the Irishman reduced 
to wiping his eyes on the sheet, when she laid 
down the book, and they all laughed and cried 
together. It is nothing in the repetition, but you 
cannot imagine the extraordinary mixture of humour 
and pathos in her way of telling anything; she 
might have been a great novelist, I am convinced, 
if she had not been something better. They are 
advertising at Walsall for ladies to train. They 
had one, who afterwards took one of the Prussian 
hospitals in the war, and Sister Dora had a letter 
from the Princess of Prussia, thanking her for 
having sent them such a good superintendent. . . . 
She has not slept out of the hospital since Novem- 
ber twelvemonth! but she looks anything rather 
than ill. She has been nursing eleven years. I 
can fancy that she would not make as good a second 
in command as she does chief, being human, and 
taking an evident pride in her own good manage- 
ment, which she is much too transparent and open- 
hearted to hide. But she is certainly as fascinating 
a woman as I ever came across, to use only mild 
language. You might as well keep this letter, 
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please; I should like to be reminded of our visit to 
Sister Dora some time hence, when the impression 
is faded." 

Such was the impression made on a total stranger 
by the nurse of Walsall Hospital. The young man 
mentioned in this letter, who had cut his sweet- 
heart's throat and then his own, became a protigi 
of Sister Dora, and she took his part so completely, 
that if he had not been watched too closely to make 
it possible, she would have connived at his escape 
from justice. He was condemned to a term of 
imprisonment, during which she wrote to him con- 
stantly, begging him to behave well and to avoid 
bad company, promising when he should leave the 
prison to lend him a helping hand. 
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over with thankfulness that I have been allowed to 
minister, even in a little way, to His sick and suffer- 
ing! I feel, when I touch them, as if virtue came 
out of them. Don't you often feel as if you grudged 
the time you are obliged to spend in sleep, and in 
recruiting the body? there seems so much work to 
be done. I think it will be a sharp pang to us to 
see what little use we have made of it, what souls 
we might have turned, what a powerful weapon we 
had in prayer, and how seldom we wielded if 

In the month of March of that year, a mission 
was held at Walsall, in which Sister Dora, who never 
thought she had enough to do, could not resist tak- 
ing an active part. She went to the opening meet- 
ing. The missioner, in his address to lay- workers, 
exhorted them to bring people to the services which 
were to be held during the week. The next night 
Sister Dora came into the little sitting-room at the 
hospital, with her bonnet aftd cloak on, announcing 
that she was going to catch waifs and strays, and 
drag them to church, but that her heart failed her. 
"Perhaps I shall be snubbed." ^^Thai is no matter," 
remarked a lady-pupil to whom she spoke, and she 
started on her mission. When she came back she 
was radiant She had met with only one rebuff, and 
had arrived in church with a following of thirty or 
forty pcoj^e. "But," she said, "I stopped and asked 
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a man and a woman who were talking together to 
come with me. The man sneered and swore at me; 
the woman said, *Fbu may go to the devil if you 
like/ and came with me to Christ." This was the 
first active mission work, not directly connected with 
her patients, which Sister Dora undertook. 

In September she had a few days' holiday, and 
went to see the autumn manoeuvres, which took place 
upon Cannock Chase. She writes: "I have gone — 
like every one else — mad on the autumn manoeuvres. 
*I have been there, and still would go.'" She en- 
joyed herself like a child let out of school , and was 
specially amused when a soldier put out his shoulder, 
and had it put right again in a very bungling fashion. 
"Why, I could have done that better," she said. In 
October she had a short but sharp attack of fever, 
caught in nursing a very bad case; from which, how- 
ever, she recovered quickly and completely, for she 
writes soon after that she has the hospital "full of 
interesting cases: one man with a compound fracture 
of each leg, and no less than thirty cuts on his 
head." 

During one of her visits to Redcar, the date of 
which it is difficult to discover. Sister Dora was one 
day bathing in the sea. As she was swimming and 
diving with her usual vigour and enjoyment, she saw 
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suddenly that a woman who had been bathing near 
lier had gone out of her depth, and was struggling 
in the water. Sister Dora immediately swam out to 
h.er, and tried to bring her to shore; but the woman 
liad lost all self-control, and clung so frantically to 
her friend, that they were both in serious danger of 
being drowned. Sister Dora, however, contrived to 
hold her up, until by her cries for help she had 
attracted the notice of a gentleman on the beach, 
who threw himself into the water, and managed to 
save both the women. 

In August, 1874, she took her well-earned holiday, 
going to Redcar, and there joining one of her sisters 
with her children. From this place she writes to a 
friend: "A retreat for clergy is being held now, so 
the place is swarming with the black petticoats. I 
could fill you sheets about the Archbishops' Bill, and 
the state of the Church. Newspapers dabble in 
theology too much. What I detest is, the Ritualists 
playing at Rome — picking up the shell of things, 
without knowing the why and wherefore; calling 
themselves a Catholic Church, and yet speaking of 
a Catholic party in the Church." She looked upon 
the Ritualistic movement with unfeigned astonish- 
ment, not unmixed with amusement. Her own 
religion was eminently spiritual, and she was a lover 
of all goodness, no matter in what form it was ex- 
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pressed. She was attached by the bond of educa- 
tion, as well as by hereditary affection, to the Churdi 
of England, but her excitable temperament led her 
occasionally to desire something more stirring and 
rousing in religious worship than the sober services 
of her Church, Mr. Twigg used to hold prayer- 
meetings at Wednesbury, and she was delighted 
whenever she was able to attend them. His teaching 
was exclusively and strictly Church of England, but 
he did not disdain to borrow from nonconformists 
those valuable methods of appeal to the heart and 
the imagination whereby they contrive to make 
religion acceptable to the uneducated. Sister Dora's 
sense of the ludicrous was often roused, however, by 
what went on at these prayer-meetings. She had 
names for all the performers at them; and those who 
have heard her describe the proceedings, especially 
remember her account of one man, who was wont 
to give vent so vigorously to his feelings, that she 
called him "Blow ye the trumpet." When Messrs. 
Moody and Sankey came to Birmingham, Sister Dora, 
who was always anxious to try anything new, espe- 
cially if it were in the sensationally religious line, 
went to hear them preach. She came back full of 
their praises, and introduced their hymn-book into 
her wards. The patients, led by her, learnt to sing 
the hymns, and many a Sunday afternoon was spent 
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happily in this manner, by past and present inmates 
of the hospital. 

These Sunday afternoons are spoken of by many 
railway servants, cabmen, and others, with expressions 
of almost passionate gratitude and regret. The old 
patients came up to the afternoon service, performed 
by a clergyman, in the hospital. When that was 
over. Sister Dora began herself to teach, and to 
draw practical lessons for their benefit from various 
texts of Holy Scripture. Sometimes she only re- 
produced what she had heard at Wednesbuiy, but 
more often she launched forth into comments upon 
the Bible, drawn from the stores of her original 
mind. When people asked her wonderingly how 
she could do it, how she found anything to say, and 
how she made the men Usten to her, she would an- 
swer them by a reference to the words used in the 
parable of the good Samaritan, when he finds the 
sick man — ^**he came where he was." "I try to put 
myself in the place of these poor men, to see with 
their eyes, and to feel their wants and their diffi- 
culties as if they were my own, and then God puts 
into my heart the words which will reach their 
hearts." This was her own simple description of 
the way in which she tried to win souls; and this is 
surely the reason why she succeeded in her efforts. 
For instance, she would read slowly, interspersing 
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it with comments y the description of our Lord's 
birth at Bethlehem, pausing at the words, "There 
was no room for Him in the inn." These she would 
make the text of her lesson, comparing the crowded 
inn to the hearts of her hearers, illustrating, by the 
power of her vivid imagination, the condition of 
those hearts, and the various reasons why Jesus Christ 
could find no resting-place in them. In nearly every 
case she knew the personal character and special 
needs of those whom she addressed, and her very 
words are remembered, and still quoted, by those 
for whom they were intended. 

The study of Holy Scripture was a habit of her 
life. She always carried in her pocket a small Bible; 
and its well-woni leaves, and in many places the 
thickly written marginal notes, amply testify that 
she used it constantly. Once, during the short at- 
tack of fever already mentioned, one of her lady- 
pupils went up to her bed-room to receive orders 
from her, and found her reading the Bible. "I was 
struck," says this pupil, "with the expression on her 
face; it is indescribable, but it was like nothing I 
had ever seen on a human face before — 'unearthly* 
is the word I must use for it." The trials to which 
lady-pupils subjected Sister Dora were innumerable. 
Those only who have had to deal with the teaching 
of women of all ages, from the middle and upper 
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classes, who take to nursing the sick, either because 
they have had a matrimonial disappointment, or be- 
cause they cannot get on at home, and think the air 
of a hospital may agree with their temper, or because 
they want something to do, or lastly, perhaps the 
best reason of all, because they honestly want to 
earn their living, and having litde or no education, 
they do not see their way to obtaining it by any 
other means, those alone can tell what Sister Dora 
had to endure. But without some help she could 
not always have worked the hospital, and occasionally 
she got an efficient pupil, really fitted for the occu- 
pation, in whose charge she was able to leave the 
patients for a day or two, while she made a short 
holiday. She dealt pretty severely with any signs 
of fine-ladyism; she used to say, "What on earth 
does the woman mean by coming here, then!" She 
took a mischievous delight in giving "airified" or 
dainty pupils, some particularly unpalatable piece of 
work to perform in the out-patients' ward, watching 
them meanwhile out of the comers of her eyes, and 
enjoying their embarrassment She preserved a 
strictly professional manner, whether on duty with 
the surgeons or while giving instructions to the 
probationers, her jokes and fun being reserved en- 
tirely for the patients, or as a dainty dish for the 
private consumption of the nurses at their meal-times. 
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Her manner with the lady-pupils was short » and 
her words concise; she gave her orders clearly, ex- 
pecting to be understood the first time, and not to 
be <^liged to repeat them. Her directions about 
dressing wounds were constantly accompanied by 
the exhortation, ^^Mind you do not waste anything." 
She governed the hospital on the strictest principles 
of economy, and she was proud at one time to find 
that she had reduced the expenditure to thirty-four 
pounds a bed per annum. In fact, it became the 
most cheaply managed suigical hospital in the 
United Kingdom. This distinction she doubtless 
owed to her personal supervision of minute details, 
and to her confirmed habit of trusting no one but 
herself. The result proved the value of the "one- 
horse cha/' principle with which some, who did not 
know its worth, were disposed to find fault 

In the autumn of 1874 she took a number of 
convalescent patients to the seaside for a few weeks, 
and she thus writes to a former lady-pupil, by whose 
kindness the necessary fiinds for the expedition had 
been supplied: — "Rhyll, October 5th, 1874. I have 
been wishing that you could see our happy party 
here. I do not know when / have enjoyed an)rthing 
so much. So far it has been a great success; the 
patients are gaining daily health and strength. We 
have got such capital lodgings, the drawing-room 
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and dining-room so large and well-furnished, ex- 
cellent bed-rooms, and such a capital landlady. 
Instead of disliking us, she is so good to the patients, 
takes such pains with the cooking. The clergyman 
has been kind, and several ladies, lending us things, 
and interesting themselves in us. Only one of the 
patients had seen the sea before, and that for a 
day. Their remarks are so amusing; it is such fun 
to me. I took them out in a boat. . . . They are 
never tired of the shore, never come in before eight 
at night, and are out in the morning at seven. Our 
family ranges from two years old to the grey-headed 
man of sixty! I take the little child out, and let it 
run without its shoes or stockings. I am so grieved 
that I did not have them weighed when we came* 
One boy had an awful knee, limped when he came, 
and to-day he was running races. Another had a 
weak arm, and could not cut his meat; now he can 
do it well. There is a very nice church, daily even- 
song. It is a little late, but I could not manage to 
come sooner, and we should not have got our 
lodgings so reasonably. Very few patients in the 
hospital now. ..." . Such an expedition as she here 
describes was seldom possible, on account of expense; 
but nearly every year, and sometimes oftener, Sister 
Dora gave her patients a treat. 

One of her married sisters writes: ''In the autumn 



142 SISTER DORA. 

of 1874, Dora visited me here (in Guernsey), at my 
urgent request. My eldest daughter was just on the 
eve of marriage, and dear Dora assisted us very 
much in the preparations. She wished very much 
to remain for the wedding, which was to take place 
on October 5th, but was hurried away a few days 
previously by some business at Walsall connected 
with that visit to Rhyll. She promised us all, how- 
ever, to return for the wedding, if it were j>ossible 
to find some one to fill her place. Whilst here, she 
went with me ever3rwhere; she visited my poor 
patients in their homes, and, as it seemed to me, 
healing dropped from her fingers. No one in our 
little village will forget that visit, nor her rich, voice 
in church. 

"We were very much occupied at the time, but 
she threw herself into all that was doing with such 
interest and energy, that it was hard to believe 
that her own actual life was passed in scenes of 
suffering and pain. She was as earnest as any of 
us in the preparation of the trousseau, and super- 
intended the tiying-on of the wedding dress with a 
girl's zest. Her absence seemed to us the great 
disappointment of that wedding day." 

On one occasion she took seven or eight boys, 
all of whom had suffered surgical operations, to 
Sutton Park, in the neighbourhood of Walsall, Her 
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joy at the sight of the children's pleasure was 
boundless. When the time arrived for them to 
pack into the hired carriage and drive home, they 
all gathered round her, each boy begging to be 
allowed to sit beside her. Her ready tact, even in 
so very small a matter, was noticed by those who 
had been helping to entertain the boys. She con- 
trived to satisfy them all. Two boys were to sit on 
either side of her, one because he was the youngest 
and might get hurt, the other because he had been 
the last to be operated upon! Two elder boys 
were told, as a great honour, that they might sit by 
the driver, and a third was trusted to take care that 
a weakly companion was not too much squeezed. 
"This readiness to meet all requirements will be 
remembered by those who saw much of her," says 
one who knew her well. 

Sometimes she took a whole army of followers, 
patients, night-nurses, and humble friends, over to 
•Lichfield for the day, to see the cathedral and 
attend the service. She bore most of the expense 
of these expeditions herself. No one ever knew 
what her income really was; but at her father's 
death, his property, which was considerable, had 
been divided among his children; and, besides this, 
each of the Pattison sisters had inherited some 
small sum from a relation who had died before 
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Mr. Pattison. Money was valuable to her only thai 
she might spend it on others, and as, to use her 
own words, she "had neither time nor indination 
to inquire about investments," she put her pr<^pertj 
into the hands of a thoroughly trustworthy solicitor, 
who managed it entirely for her. Her charity was 
widely distributed, but nobody, except a few friend^ 
through whose hands her money passed, knew the 
extent of her liberality. She considered that old 
patients had the first claim upon her; those espe- 
cially whom she had induced to lead respectable 
lives, and whom circumstances were dragging down 
in spite of their efiR>rts. These she would he^ 
to emigrate, with their families, sometimes giving, 
sometimes lending them the necessary money. 

A physician living in the neighbourhood , who 

was intimate with her, writes: — "In several cases 

of sad suffering Sister Dora asked my help, and 

often ^assisted such, by finding temporary homes^ 

and paying for them out of her private meanSi 

Servants worn down by sickness, governesses, and 

others who were dependent for their living on their 

own exertions, were often provided for. I have 

been asked by her to procure lodgings for sudi at 

J^utton, and to give them medical supervision, and 

generally had a commission, when they left, to 

P^y their expenses and to charge them to bar." 
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She received many letters from old patients, who 
•were doing well in life, thanking her for her kind- 
ness towards them, and wishing they could ever 
liope to return, in any way, the blessings she had 
showered upon them. She invariably destroyed 
such letters, and there is not one of them to be 
found among her papers. 

Towards the end of 1874 she became anxious to 
establish, if possible at the seaside, a convalescent 
iKMne in connection with the hospital. She was 
•constantly forced to send away patients who still 
required care, good nourishment, and, above all, 
pure air to complete their cure, in order to make 
nxxn for fresh ai^l urgent cases. Above all, the 
children, for whose ailments sea-air is nearly a 
panacea, weighed upon her mind. She writes to 
a former lady-pupil, the same who helped the 
patients to a seaside trip, and who was always 
ready to do her utmost for Walsall: — "You have 
more time and brains than I have; I should be so 
grateful if you could draw up something definite 
about the Convalescent Home." There were great 
difficulties in the way of this project — so great, 
that it was never carried into effect; and now one 
of the proposed monuments to Sister Dora's memory 
is the Convalescent Home which she had so much 
at heart 

Sister Vtna, 10 
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Up to the year 1874 she had been able to 
transfer cases which most needed the help of pure 
air, to the Convalescent Home at Coatham, attached 
to the Sisterhood of which she herself was a 
member; but towards the end of that year all 
connection between Sister Dora and the Commu- 
nity of the Good Samaritans was finaUy dissolved. 
A friend, who questioned her as to her reasons for 
leaving the Sisterhood, had for answer, "I am a 
woman, and not a piece of furniture!" The cwn- 
mittee of the hospital received an official com- 
munication from head-quarters at Coatham, desiring 
that the Sisterhood might no longer be considered 
responsible for the nursing at Walsall. The com- 
mittee, in their turn, formally requested the Sister 
to take this work upon herself. She had done thiS| 
practically, for some years, and it will be readily 
understood that she made no difficulty in agreeing 
to their proposition. 

In November, 1874, Sister Dora heard of the 
death of a dearly loved sister, who left a husband 
and a large family of children. During several 
weeks she was in a state of anxious hesitation, 
whether her duty did not lie henceforth with her 
sister's children in Yorkshire, and some letters 
written at this time show the severe struggle 
through which she passed, in deciding between 
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indinatioii and duty. For Walsall, with its smoky 

chimnejrs and roaring furnaces had become far 

dearer to her than even the moors and the streams 

of her Yorkshire birthplace, and the uncouth in- 

liabitants of the Black Country seemed nearer to 

lier heart than her own flesh and blood. Was she 

to give up the exercise of all her vast influence, 

and to leave the souls whom she was guiding along 

the new and difficult path, into which, perhaps, no 

hand but her own could have led them, — was she 

to turn her back on those whom she still hoped to 

win to foUow her, while she went to teach and 

watch over a family of children, a task which any 

other woman might have performed as well? 

She writes: "I cannot make up my mind to give 

up all this work and go to them. I am afraid it is 

all selfishness on my part which makes me hesitate; 

no one knows what it will cost me to give up this 

work, home, friends, and go to that barren moor." 

Again, a month later: "I should have made my 

decision by now if it had depended on m3rself 

alone, but I have others to please. The thought of 

leaving has given me an impetus, and stirred me 

up to work more earnestly. Everything seems to 

have grown dearer." She had actually laid her 

resignation before the committee (causing the doctor 

to threaten that he would ''go and lay his head 

io» 
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under a railway train at once"), but she withdreii 
it, and finally made up her mind to leave th^ 
decisicm to others. It was eventually determineij 
that her work ought not to be interfered with, an 
so she remained at Walsall. But, as she hersd 
said, it appeared that the mere idea of resigniiu 
her work had stirred her up to make new efforts 
and to become, if it were possible, more self 
denying, more untiring in her labours, more ax:tiv( 
and zealous than before, in winning souls for th( 
service of the Master to whom all her own powers 
were dedicated. Although she preferred to do th^ 
work within the walls of the hospital almost single 
handed, she now began to do her utmost to stir up 
others to become laboiuers for the same end and 
in the same cause which she had herself so mudi 
at heart 

Some of the clergy in Walsall, with whom temp-| 
tation to faint-heartedness, from the seeming failnrel 
of their efforts, must have been at times difficult to 
resist, bear testimony to the fact that her example 
was strangely infectious, and that the sight of her 
cheerful perseverance often encouraged them. It is 
not too much to say, that after this winter, of 1874 
she was never weary of making almost superhuman 
efforts to raise the souls and heal the bodies of her 
fellow-creatures — ^that her love never cooled, her 
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teal never flagged, for a single hour. To re- 
inonstrances from her friends , who said that if she 
tiever allowed herself a moment's rest, her strength 
baust fail, her only answer was, "It is better to wear 
put than to rust out" People who were ill or in 
bouble, no matter who or what they might be, were 
m the habit of sending for "Sister," as if they 
bought that she had nothing else to do but to nurse 
or comfort them. And, indeed, she contrived to 

convey to every one this impression while she was 

I 

employed on outside missions, and her manner was 
quite as ^|rmpathizing and her help quite as efficient 
as if she had not left her work at the hospital ac- 
cumulating during her absence. Such calls came 
upon her in various ways, but she always looked 
upon them as direct intimations from God Himself 
that she was to come forward as His messenger and 
minister. 

Thus she heard that through the misconduct of 
the head of the household, grievous trouble had 
fallen on a family whom she had known for some 
years, but their position in life was such that it was 
a delicate matter for her to approach them in their 
distress. An open breach between husband and 
wife was said to be imminent. "Will nobody heal 
this up?" Sister Dora exclaimed; "then let me try 
what I can do." She went to the poor wife, and 
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by her gentle sympathy and wise counsel induced 
her to forgive the wrong done by her husband, ana 
thus peace was restored. Again, one of the sons o 
a famUy known to the writer had manned a wii , 
who, in the opinion of his parents, was bkely xo 
prove a heavy drag on his advancement in We, ^ 
a serious hindrance to him in the path of duly. 
His profession, however, took him to WalsaU, and 
there his wife became acquainted with Sister Uora, 
who tried to set before the thoughUess girl a new 
view of life, inspired her with some of her own zeal 
for helping others, and then provided her with op- 
portunities for satisfying her newly roused eneigi^ 
Thus the whole family reaped the benefit of Sister 
Dora's earnest sympathy and skilful management, 
and, to use their own words, the son's wife "becajoe 
an altered creature from the time she knew that 
wonderful woman." 

It would be impossible to recount the tenth part 
of th^ instances in which she ministered to the 
needy, the desolate, the sinful, the sorrowful, the 
helpless, and the broken-hearted. "Fetch Sister 
Dora," was the invariable cry, and she never failed 
to respond to it No wonder that her work seemed 
ever increasing and widening with her growmg 
knowledge of human nature, and with the cultiva- 
tion of her own powers. But it was the poor ai>* 
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ignorant amongst whom she most delighted to work; 
with them lay her largest sympathies, and by her 
intercourse with them she refreshed her own spirits, 
and brightened her life. She brought back many 
an amusing account of her adventures from her 
visits to the low lodging-houses, whither she was 
occasionally summoned, sometimes to set a limb 
broken in a drunken brawl, sometimes to dress the 
bums of a scalded child. 

At one time Sister Dora paid regular visits to a 
woman called Betsy, who had a very bad leg. One 
afternoon she went down the court where this 
woman lived, and knocked as usual at her door, but 
could get no answer. A crowd collected, and her 
ears were saluted by ironical cries of "Betsy's gone 
out on a visit" "Oh, she's staying with friends, 
ril tell you all about it. Sister." At last Sister 
contrived to make out that Betsy, finding her leg 
better, had taken a walk down the nearest street, 
and had passed a shop where hung displayed a pair 
of trousers, whose attractions proved too much for 
her honesty. She looked up and down the street, 
and seeing no one, possessed herself of the coveted 
garments. But a little boy watched her, and a 
policeman was fetched, who took her off to the lock- 
up. "So you'll find her there, Sister. She thought 
nobody had seen her.^^ 



152 SISTER DORA. 

Sister Dora looked at the miserable crowd, and 
felt it was too good an opportunity to be lost. She 
spied an empty cart, and in a moment she had 
mounted it, and was telling them the old story of 
the man who went into a cornfield with his son, and 
after having looked to the right and the left, and 
before and behind him, told his son he might pick 
com, for there was nobody to see him. '^Father," 
the boy said, "there was one way you didn't look; 
you didn't look up." "Now, friends," added the 
Sister, "if Betsy had looked up she wouldn't have 
taken those trousers." Then she stepped out of the 
cart, went off to the lock-up, and told Betsy the 
same story. 

In the early part of February, 1875, a fresh out- 
break of small-pox occurred in the town of WalsaD; 
and, as on its former appearance in 1868, so now it 
spread with frightful rapidity. At the close of the 
last visitation the mayor and corporation of Walsall 
had caused an Epidemic Hospital to be built on 
the outskirts of the town, in order that it might be 
ready for any emergency. It had been already 
opened once, or more than once, during scarlet-fever 
visitations, which threatened to prove nearly as fatal 
to the inhabitants as small-pox. But it was found 
to be a matter of insuperable difficulty to induce 
the poor to send their cases of fever to the special 
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hospital, and thus to arrest the spread of infection. 
"They would far rather die at home. They were 
not afraid. Why could they not be let alone?" 
was their answer to all appeals put before them on 
public grounds, and for the welfare of the town at 
large, to make use of the house of refuge provided 
for them — an answer by which, after the manner of 
Englishmen, they thought to show their indepen- 
dence. Hence the Epidemic Hospital threatened to 
remain a standing monument of ill-applied energy 
on the part of the corporation. 

In this dilemma Sister Dora came to their 
rescue. She had privately made up her mind dur- 
ing the last small-pox visitation that the disease 
should never again be allowed to make ravages 
among the population, if by any means she could 
prevent it. When, therefore, she found that an 
epidemic was inevitable, and that people were con- 
cealing their cases lest they should be forced to 
send them away, she wrote to the mayor, urging 
upon him the necessity of opening the Epidemic 
Hospital without delay, and offering to leave her 
o¥m. work and nurse the small-pox patients for any 
length of time which might be necessary. Her offer 
was joyfully accepted. The authorities knew only 
too well, by sad experience, the terrible calamity 
from which her unselfish devotion would save their 
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town. They were well aware that the mention of 
Sister Dora's name in connection with the Epidemic 
Hospital would be enough to make everybody not 
only willing, but anxious, to send their relations to 
be nursed there. In the dire emergency of the 
moment it was impossible to hesitate to save the 
town from the impending calamity, even at the risk 
of so valuable a life as Sister Dora's. 

The only consideration which disturbed her mind 
was the question what, in the mean while, was to 
become of the Cottage Hospital. Three lady-pupils, 
however, happened to be there in course of training, 
one of whom she knew was capable of almost as 
much work as herself, and would do her utmost to 
fill the vacant place. Of the other two, one was 
quite young, and both were beginners. The hospital 
happened to be full of more or less serious cases, 
such as ordinarily Sister Dora would have trusted to 
no care but her own. Still, the greater the diffi- 
culties, the more she seemed to be drawn towards 
the new work which offered itself to her. Other 
people could, and would, work the Cottage Hospital 
under the superintendence of the surgeon while she 
was away. But no one else could fill "Sister's" 
place to the unhappy small-pox victims; and she 
felt a conscious pride that, let the mayor and cor- 
poration send for all the trained nurses in England, 
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let them pay fabulous salaries to hired servants, let 
iJiem even bribe the inhabitants to use the Epidemic 
Hospital, all would be in vain; while in her own 
name there lay a charm to which the masses of Wal- 
sall would yield without a moment's hesitation. Was 
it in human nature not to feel proud of having won 
such a position among her fellow-men? "Sister is 
going to the Epidemic Hospital," was the sentence 
in everybody's mouth. 

They had little opportunity to think about it, for 
before the first expression of wonder was over, she 
was established in her new position. She left the 
Cottage Hospital pretty much to take care of itself; 
no special orders were given to the nurses, nor was 
any one of them actually placed in charge. She 
merely told her pupils that they must divide the 
work, and try to do their best till she returned. 
This characteristic proceeding on her part caused a 
want of harmony among her substitutes, from which 
she might easily have saved them. But — must it be 
told? — ^the position she had won for herself, had 
fostered a not altogether unnatural sense of pride, 
which made her desire, although she could not be 
in two places at once, that no one else should, even 
temporarily, be entitled to occupy her place. This 
feeling must be called by its right name, jealousy, 
which may well appear unworthy of the rest of her 
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nature; but the story of her life will have been told 
to little purpose, if any one is thereby led to suppose 
that it holds up a piece of perfection for their ad- 
miration. It may be that when frail mortals fight 
desperate battles in the open field, from which they 
come off triumphant, but with bleeding wounds 
whose soreness will last for their lifetime, that they 
are all the more liable to yield, in another direction, 
to a subtle, hidden enemy, whose darts are never- 
theless poisoned. Those who, having never fought 
at all, are content to watch others struggling, and 
with arms folded to criticize their method of war- 
fare, may condemn Sister Dora for what they may 
stigmatize as a mean fault. She was like a man 
who with his front always to the foe, with all his 
faculties on the alert, parries and returns active 
thrusts; but who does not perceive until too late an 
ambushed enemy, who glides out of the thicket 
behind him and deals him a disabling wound. 

It is only too true that Sister Dora and her work 
in Walsall suffered from her constant tendency to 
yield to an unworthy dislike of those who showed 
symptoms of ability to fill, in any degree, her place 
there. Most probably she was unaware of the ex- 
tent of her own failing in this respect. But it 
certainly caused her to gather around her second 
and third, and even fourth rate workers, firom whom 
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it was impossible to choose when a substitute was 
wanted. She need not have feared a comparison; 
slie must always have remained unrivalled in the 
combination of physical and mental qualities, which 
formed, after all, one of the main grounds of her 
d.istinction. 

She went to the Epidemic Hospital, knowing 
that she would, in all probability, again fall a victim 
to the small-pox, for her tendency to catch every 
complaint to the infection of which she was exposed 
liad not forsaken her. She went, too, with a con- 
viction that she should never return to her work. 
But for once her presentiment was destined to prove 
false. 
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CHAPTER VI. 
LIFE IN THE EPIDEMIC HOSPITAL: 1875. 

" . . . . Does it seem a bitter thing 
To tend the sick, to cheer the comfortless, 
To serve God ever, and to watch and pray, 
Because thou must be lonely? The bright sun 
Goes on rejoicing in his loneliness ; 
And yon meek moon rides through the dark blue vault, 
Unmated in her nightly wanderings. 
Nor deem thy life shall be uncomforted. 
Flowers bloom along the way that Duty treads. 
And as thou goest on thy stem, high path. 
Glimpses will come to thee of heavenly joys 
Transcending all the base world reckons of." 

If you drive down from the hill, on which the 
Cottage Hospital stands, in a north-westerly direc- 
tion, and go on, seemingly for ever, through dirty, 
dreary streets and lanes, the abodes of poverty, 
disease, and wickedness, until you leave even these 
signs of human habitation behind you, and pass 
along a road with heaps of "slag," the refuse of the 
iron furnaces, looking like gigantic oyster-shells, 
adorning it on either side, you arrive at length at 
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the Epidemic Hospital. It seems the end of the 
earth, and you look back upon smoky Walsall with 
its crowning church-steeple and teeming inhabitants 
as from a desert land. The hospital stands in the 
midst of the above-mentioned heaps of "slag," which 
are rendered unwholesome and robbed of their sole 
recommendation, purity, by the use made of them 
as dust-heaps for the neighbouring population. The 
scum of this population are the only living beings 
to be seen, and they are diving into the masses of 
foul rubbish for the purpose of collecting rags; their 
own clothing, of the scantiest possible description, 
looking as if it had been derived from the same 
source. The hospital is a long low building of one 
story, forming two sides of a square, with its 
entrance in the angle. In front about a quarter of 
an acre of groimd is planted with cabbages for the 
use of the patients, and these dismal-looking rows 
of blackened vegetables seem to add to the desola- 
tion of the scene. Not a tree or a bush stands up 
against the sky, and the ancient heaps of powdered 
slag hide from view even the neighbouring collieries 
and the undulating lines of the distant hills of Can- 
nock Chase. 

To this place, on a iFebruary afternoon, Sister 
Dora was escorted by her friend, the surgeon of the 
Cottage Hospital, who was also medical officer to 
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the Board of Health, and therefore responsible for 
the management of the Epidemic Infirmary. As 
she stood on the doorstep she shivered, for the first 
and only time in her life, with an irrepressible 
dread of the lonely struggle with disease which she 
was going to encounter. Her courage failed her for 
the moment, and she exclaimed, "Oh, take me back! 
I cannot endure this dreadful place! I had no idea 
what it would be like when I said I would come 
here." The surgeon knew her well, and took the 
right method of dealing with her. He only said, 
"Come in." The instant diversion of her ideas was 
successful, and nobody having a practical knowledge 
of the subject could fail to be delighted with the 
internal arrangements of the building. 

It is enough to say here, for the enlightenment 
of the uninitiated, that for its purpose nothing can 
be better planned. The wards, only two in number, 
are entirely bare; large and lofty, and capable of 
division by means of sliding doors, so that bad cases 
can be isolated. The windows are not large, and 
are barred with iron, a necessary precaution in the 
case of delirious patients. The ventilation is con- 
trived from the roof, on an excellent principle in- 
vented by the surgeon, which must be seen to he 
understood. Two large day-rooms, which may be 
converted into wards for convalescents, are designed 
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chiefly to afiford plenty of space for the separation 
of slight from severe cases; a good kitchen, a sitting 
and bed room all in one for the nurse, and another 
room just large enough to hold a bed and nothing 
more, for the porter, together with a small dispen- 
sary, complete the internal arrangement Entirely 
separate, stand a good laundry, a mortuary, a disin- 
fecting oven, and a stable which contains an ambu- 
lance. Sister Dora was enchanted, and like a child 
began to rejoice in her new and strange position, 
deploring that the building would altogether spoil 
her for the Cottage Hospital; that she had never 
seen a place where work would be more delightful, 
and so on, quite forgetting the dreariness of her first 
impression. 

Her work began at once. The hospital contained 
twenty-eight beds, and many of them were soon 
filled with patients in every stage of the disease. 
The only help she had was from the porter, an old 
man, who was attentive and kind in his way, but 
who occasionally went off "on the drink" for the 
whole night, leaving her positively alone with the 
dead and dying. Two old women came in from the 
workhouse to share with her the loathsome washing 
of clothes and bedding. On the first Sunday which 
she spent in her new abode, she wrote as follows to 

Sister Dora, II 
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one of the ladies whom she had left in the Cottage 
Hospital: — 

*^ February 28/iu 

*<My dear Sister, 
"I have been wondering how you are getting on. 
I was glad to hear that you had been to church. I 
hope you had a nice little sermon from Mr. Fitz- 
gerald, and that you thought of me. Have you 
missed me? Don't neglect mid-day prayer, and do 
get all you want for your meals. Don't have any 
trouble that you do not tell me. Suffer nothing 

from ; she has a place to go to, and she can 

go rather than that you should be annoyed. How is 

Miss getting on? Remember me to her, and 

tell her not to work too vigorously, as new brooms 
are apt to do, and then in consequence they flag. 
I should do very well if *my cross' had not flitted 
with me too, namely, the servants. The old Irish- 
woman, sixty-seven ! who shouts at the patients, and 
is a regular old Sarah Gamp and Grimes, who cannot 

crawl, and is so dirty. If only S would have 

come, I should have done. My room is between the 
wards, with little windows as you have, peeping into 
both. My bed in one corner, chest of drawers, and 
slip for my basin. The doctor said it * smelt of 
pox' this morning; and no wonder — they were airing 
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all the sheets by my fire when I came in. 1 think 
t&e most infectious thing I have to do is to nurse. 
the babies, taking them streaming out of their 
mothers' arms. Oae has the pox on its arms and 
chest vBiy slightly. Our worst case is a lad of 
eighteen. He vomits everything, and is so delirious; 
he got out of his bed this morning, and I thought 
he had escaped into the town, but I found him in 
an empty ward. AU the patients are alive/ but 
that is generally the case with small-pox and dirty 
people. I could only venture to wash their hands 
and faces in hot water this morning. I have had to 
make garments for my urchins to-day; it is very 
difficult to get anything here. Everything has to be 

ordered at the Town Coimcil office. I see is 

tunid! He kept a respectful distance to-day from 
me and the patients, but do not tell him I said 
so. ... I am going to send • a letter to the patients, 
which you are to read to them, and you must tell 
me what they say. As I read the prayers this 
morning I saw the tears roll down one woman's 
fiace, who I know is living in sin with a man I have 
mirsed. There is not one case in who does not 
know me. One of the police came to see me to- 
day, and he said they declared in the town they 
should not nwad having the small-pox with 'Sister* 
to mirse them. I declare I taste it in my tea. I 
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have made my room look as respectable as I can. 
... Is not this a glorious retreat for me in Lent? 
I can have no idle chatter. 

"With love, 

"Sister Dora." 

The letter to which she refers is directed "For 
the Patients;" it is characteristic, for it shows the 
terms she was upon with them. 

"My dear Children, 
"What did you say to your mother ronning 
away? I dared not tell you, and I could not trust 
myself to come and wish you good-bye, for I felt it 
too much. You know how I love you all and care 
for you, and it is for this very love that I have left 
you. The small-pox was spreading in the town, 
and might have spread to your wives and famiUes; 
the patients would not come to this hospital until 
they heard I would nurse them, and then they were 
all willing to come. There is not one who has 
come in who does not know me. I have got a lad 
here who is always wanting something, just to keep 
me by his side. Tell my Irish friend in the comer 
that I have a countr3rwoman of his, and she is the 
plague of my Ufe. Tells such accounts of cases of 
small-pox as would make your hair stand on end— 
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how a cat can take it from one ward to another. 
Tell John Dawson that to-morrow afternoon Sister 
must give him some paper, and he is to write me 
a letter, with a message from each of my children, 
and with it to send word how his foot is. Re- 
member me to Isaac; he is not to leave the 'Darkey' 
too much. 'Everlasting' is not to dance about« 
* Delicate man' is to tell me how he sleeps, and if 
he does not miss me to arrange his leg and look 
after him. Tell my Irishman I miss his blessing — 
the man by the door; I will soon come and starch 
him (i,e. his leg). Mr. Baker, I hope, is attentive 
to his duties, and has broken no more pink cups* 
I hope 'Leg' is getting on grandly, not sitting up 
too long; 'King Charles' brushes his hair with care, 
'Head' is better, 'Burnt' misses me, 'Hand' is 
better, 'Thumb' easier, Michael as content as ever. 
What shall I say to my beloved Sam? I wish I 
had my boy here. I send him twenty kisses, and 
hope he has been in church to-day, and in time. 
He must not sulk all the time I am away. I have 
two blessed babies who alternately keep up music 
all day and night, accompanied with my Irishwoman's 
tongue, so I am not dull. Have you been singing 
to-day? You must sing particularly 'Safe in the 
aims of Jesus,' and think of me. Living or dying, 
I am His. Oh, my children, you all love me for 
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the veiy little I do for you; but oh^ if you woM. 
only think what Jesus has done, and is doing for 
you, your hearts would soon be full of love for 
Him, and you would all choose Him for your 
Master. Now, whilst you are on your beds, read 
imd study His life; see the road He went, and 
follow Him. I know you all want to go to heaven, 
but wishing will not get you there. You mus/ choose 
now in this life, you cannot choose hereafter when 
you die. That great multitude St. John saw round 
the throne had washed their robes and made them 
white in the blood of the Lamb, which was shed 
for each one of you. God loves you; I know it, by 
His letting you get hurt and bringing you to the 
hospital. 'As many as I ioife, I rebuke and chcuten! 
Think over these things, my dear children. Your 
mother is thinking of you and praying for you. And 
if it please God you should never see her ^ain, 
will you make up your minds to walk in the narrow 
way, so that we may all meet in the green fields 
above? May God bring you all safe there is the 
earnest prayer of your faithful friend, 

"Sister Dora." 

She was not without visitors in her IcMiely situa- 
tion. The doctor, of course, was obliged to be con- 
stantly in attendauQoe,. but besides him the Secietaiy 
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of the Cottage Hospital loved her well enough to 
give this undoubted proof that he was ready at any 
time to lay dowh his life for her. He went am- 
stantly to see how she was, and whether he could 
do anything for her. He brought her not only 
news of her beloved patients, but books, flowers, or 
anjrthing that he thought might serve to give her a 
moment's pleasure. Her old patients, too, did not 
desert her. A man called Chell, an engine-stoker, 
whose own words about her are, "I could not tell 
you all her goodness to me, words would fail me if 
I tried," went constantly to see her after his wcHrk 
was doxie. 

A few words will explain why this young man 
was Sister Dora's devoted servant, though no doubt 
she often did for others as much as she had done 
for him. He had been twice in the hospital under 
her care* The first time he came with his ankle 
put out, and severely grazed. She made him come 
up every night always dressing the wound herself, 
although she often had to keep him waiting so long, 
that, as she told him, she was quite ashamed* 
** Never mind," she said; "but when you want a 
character for patience, come to me and Til give you 
one." His ankle was scarcely healed when he was 
brought one night with his leg crushed to pieces 
in a railway accident. It was an^utated, and 
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Chell was fifteen weeks in the hospital He says 
he remembers nothing about the operation except 
that Sister Dora was there, and that ^'when I ccMne 
to after the chloroform she was on her knees by my 
side, with her arm supporting my head, and she 
was repeating — 

'They climbed the steep ascent of heaven 

Through peril, toil, and pain ; 
O God, to us may grace be given 
To follow in their train ;' 

and all through the pain and trouble that I had 
afterwards, I never forgot Sister's voice sa3ring those 
words." The poor fellow had reason to remember 
them, for he had to suffer yet another operation 
before his leg healed, and then he was sent to a 
Convalescent Home. 

Before he left the hospital she gave him a 
pocket-book, in which she wrote down three 
resolutions which he made: i. Come to see Sister 
Dora once a month; 2. Will go to church more 
Regularly; 3. "Seek ye first the kingdom of God 
and His righteousness." She had taken him to 
church with her, and he never lost the impression 
produced upon him by the Wednesday evening and 
Sunday services at the hospital. She would always 
let the railway men come in to see him at any time, 
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liowever inconvenient to herself, except on Sunday. 
She never relaxed the strict rule, "No visitors on 
Sunday." Her reason for this was, that ^enever 
it was at all possible she liked to go to church her- 
^selfy and she could not trust the patients' Mends not 
to bring in forbidden articles of food and drink 
during her absence. But former patients might come 
to see her on Sunday, and a special welcome, with 
an invitation to tea, was often given after they had 
joined in the hospital service. They sang hymns 
in the evening, and Chell declared he could sing 
**till he was hoarse" with Sister Dora. Like many 
other men, he used to bring all his troubles to her, 
and found a never-failing, S3rmpathetic friend and 
helper. 

No representations on her part as to infection 
could prevent Chell from going to see his friend, 
now that she was cut oflF from the rest of the world; 
and in this respect he was not alone. Two former 
patients, one of them porter at the Cottage Hos- 
pital, constantly visited her, and others would have 
gladly done the same had she not prevented it. 
After she had been a few days in her new abode, 
she writes the following letter to a very dear 
friend: — 
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** The Epidemic Hospital^ Walsall^ March i, 1875. 

"My dear , 

"I do not know what my darling will say to me 
when she hears ii^ere I am. I came and opened 
the small'pox hospital on Saturday. It was spreadbg 
in the town, and no One could be found to come; 
also, the people could not be persuaded to come 
until they heard I was here. So I came on Satttrdaj; 
and had not been here half an hour befbns scvefi 
arrived; so I have my hands full, for I cannot get a 
decent woman to come and help, though we pa^r 
well. I have got two 'critters' from the workhouse; 
one is so helpless, I have to do the work for her^ 
and the other sits up at nights; so <^an do no 
more. One man is so delirious I cannot keqp tsf 
eye off him, or else he is out of bed. Then I have 
a baby ajrear (Ady and another younger, and Ihey 
are so cross; they keep up their music night and 
day. They are all so pleased to have me here. I 
had such a nice Sunday. God's blessing seemed 
very much on the place. I spoke to them. . . . 
Oh that I had Mr. Twigg's power to help socds! 
I know you all will pray for me, that, living or 
dying, I may glorify Him. You must not fret ka 

me. A kiss to all my beloved children 

"Your faithful friend, 

"Sister Dora." 
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Again to the same friend she writes: — 

** The Epidemic Hospital^ March 4, 1875. 

"My darling , 

"Your letter, which I received last night, made 
me cry; it was so long, so full of affection, and I 
had never seen any one all day beyond my patients 
to speak to. My darling, you must not come, if 
anything should happen. You are a very likely 
subject to take it, and this place smells of pox from 
the moment you open the door. You must not fret. 
I rejoice that He has permitted one so unworthy to 
work for Him; and oh, if He should think me fit to 
lay down my life for Him, rejoice, rejoice at so 
great a privilege. My heart is running over with 
thankfulness, and as I toil on I seem to hear the 
still small voice, *Ye did it unto Me.' . . . Oh, 
don't talk about my life. If you knew it you would 
be down on your knees crying for mercy for me, 
a sinner. How God keeps silence so long is my 
wonder. Remember me at Holy Communion. Have 
you told Mr. Twigg? What did he say? If things 
were only going on well at the hospital I should 

not mind, but is so naughty again. . . , The 

text and verse for to-day are so beautiful: 'I will 
allure her, amd bring her into the wilderness, and 
speak comfortably to her/ 



^ 
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*Once more He speaks — no stem rebuke, 
No anger, in the word — 
** Is it so hard to. turn from all, 
And walk with Me, thy Lord? 

Come ; thou hast never heard My voice 
As thou shalt hear it now ; 

I have no words for brighter dajrs 
Like those the dark ones know ! " * 



Now, is not that beautiful? One man is blind with 
the pox. Another, a woman, is very delirious; she 
tried to escape last night; it took myself and the 
porter to hold her down. That fellow is very good; 
he scrubbed the kitchen floor early this morning to 
save me. You would laugh to see me washing my 
babies. Poor things! they are smothered in pox. I 
am obliged to put them into a warm bath. . . . They 
are getting quite fond of me; but they do make 
washing. We have all that to do besides the night 
nursing, so you may fancy! I am writing this while 
waiting for my potatoes to boil. My bedroom and 
sitting-room is getting to look quite gay with flowers. 
I find time to read to my patients. They have 
scarcely ever heard of Jesus, and they are so ill they 
cannot attend to much. You must write again. I 
have no one to speak to, no time to read, and my 
letters are company at meal-times. I really wish 
you could take a peep at me. I am very bright 
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a^nd happy, and like this hospital better than the 
otbiex. I have all so much under my eye. Of 
covirse there is not the change of work, and no 
tirae for breathing a mouthful of fresh air. Faithful 
^^virray comes every evening, and does my messages, 
etc. I believe he would not mind taking the small- 
pox for me to nurse him! Remember me most 
k.iiidly to your husband. Kiss all my darling chil- 
ciren. 

"Believe me your affectionate 

"Sister Dora." 



To another friend, a clergyman, she writes, on 
March the loth: — "I did so wish to see you before 
I entered on my new duties, but I was so hurried, I 
liad time for nothing. I wanted to receive the Holy 
Communion. I do miss my Sundays; here they 
seem so desolate. If it were not for the thought 
* where two or three are gathered together, there am 
/ in the midst,' I do not know what I should do. 
... I think I may almost say it is a closer walk 
with God. With the pestilence all around, you can- 
not help living each day as if it were your last. 
There has come that peace which the world cannot 
give. If I had a wish, it would be that He would 
count me worthy to lay down my life for Him. We 
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have nine patients, one come in since I began this 
letter. You know what kind of nursing it is — ^what 
objects they are. . . « All those who are here have 
either been as out-patients, or had some one be- 
longing to them at the ho^tal, so we are like 
old friends, I have got a servant, the plague of 
my life. It ts good to have some aioss, so I 
take her as sudi. You will remember ipe in your 
prayers. 

'^I remain your faithful 

"Sister Dora. 

"I omitted one thing — the bill which came 
yesterday. Did I not give you the money for it the 
last time you called at the hospital? If so, will you 
see to it directly? If not, will you let me know? for 
I wish to set my house in order, lest the decree 
should go forth, 'Thou shalt die, and not live/ 
— S. D." 



This letter was the first intimation received by- 
the friend to whom it was written that Sister Dora 
had gone to the Epidemic HospitaL He went to 
see her at cmce, and thus describes his visit; — "She 
was very cheerful indeed, and I remember she ad- 
mitted that i^e did hope, if she got the small-pox. 
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it would not make her hideous! — supposing she sur- 
vived. I remember she talked about Pompey's sol- 
diers, and their care for their handsome faces. . . . 
The patients were nearly all of the lowest and most 
ignorant class, but they seemed to place implicit 
reliance on Sister Dora. Every one gave the hos- 
pital ^ very wide berth/' . , , 

She wrote to some friends, begging them to send 
lier all the old railway novels they could find; for 
she said she was so weary at night that nothing but 
a rea/ sensation novel would keep her awake while 
she was aot actually employed with her patients, 
and she was afraid of sleeping heavily. Some 
months afterwards, when she offered to return the 
books'— which, however, she was requested to com- 
mit to the flames — she said, "Oh, I did enjoy those 
stories!" In another letter, dated March 27th, she 
says; "I have been eagerly waiting to hear if I might 
come to St James's, Wednesbury. The doctor says 
that, after such a drive, there is no danger. But of 
course I could not come without Mr. Twigg's con- 
sent. It is a month to-day since I came here. I 
h^ve never had my bonnet on, nor even been to 
the gate. The cases are getting much fewer; if 
no more come in we shall be able to close the 
week after next. I hear it is very bad in Birming- 
haon.^' 
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Little did Sister Dora think how many time 
that month was to be multiplied before her labours 
would be over, or even her heart might have sunk 
within her at the prospect which lay before her. 
She continues: — 

"Don't tell any one, for things get so exaggerated; 
but I have been very poorly. I have had a very 
happy time, but a most unsatisfactory set of patients. 
I have not had a creature in to do a hand's turn 
since last Thursday week. I wish you could see 
how clean the place is. I am getting quite proud 
of my cooking. The porter here is an old soldier, 
and he is so helpful; always lights the kitchen fire 
and does the range, and is on the look-out to help 
me in every way. . . . Good wishes for Easter to 
your good husband and yourself, 

"Your affectionate 

"Sister Dora." 

On Easter Day she wrote to one of her lady- 
pupils at the Cottage Hospital: — 

"I did not answer your letter, for I was too busy. 
Saturday being cleaning day, I was scrubbing up all 
my places. My place is gay with flowers, and so 
sweet with violets. . . . Now, pluck up courage about 
this operation; it is something to see it in your life- 
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-time. As regards the cooking, will you tell your 
oousin (the lady at the head of the South Kensing- 
ton Cookery School) that, as soon as I leave here, I 
■will pay the fee and wait my time. I only wish I 
liad known something of it before I came here. I 
like it, but I do not feel master of my business. 
This is not an Easter letter; I have simply confined 
myself to business. Yours, 

"S. D." 



The versatility of a mind which, in the midst of 
the horrors of small-pox, could calmly look forward 
and make arrangements for a future time to be 
spent in learning to cook, is remarkable. Again she 
writes to a lady-pupil: — 

"My Irishwoman (the servant) walked oflF this 
afternoon, and went drinking, actually in the middle 
of washing. Some people came to tell me she was 
drunk. She and I must part company to-morrow; 
we cannot be so disgraced. It is now past seven, 
and she left me at two, and a boy raving! I am 
sure he will die, poor fellow, for he is the only 
son. ... I do feel so ill. The porter is just 
as bad. I suppose it is breathing the poison so 
much." 

Sut€r Dora* 12 
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Excellent as the porter was in some respects, 
the form his human imperfection took was some- 
what serious under the circumstances. After receiv- 
ing his wages on Saturday night he would go off 
"on the drink/' and not reappear till Sunday even- 
ing, when he was always much ashamed of himself^ 
and received Sister Dora's reproaches with becom- 
ing meekness. One Saturday night she was left ab- 
solutely alone with her patients. One of them, a 
Roman Catholic, was dying, and he entreated that 
he might see the priest. She had no one to send, 
so she went herself to the priest's house in the dead 
of night, running all the way, in terror at leaving 
the hospital unguarded. The priest was astonished 
beyond measure to see her, and asked why she had 
not sent a servant. "I have none," was her reply; 
"since my Irishwoman left, not a soul can be got to 
come near us for love or money." The priest's in- 
dignation induced him to go the next morning and 
represent to the Town Council, with an earnest re- 
monstrance, that they were killing the Sister, and 
that efficient help ought to be procured for her at 
all costs. "No one will go," was the answer; 
although, if a sufficient bribe had been offered, it 
can hardly be doubted that helpers might have been 
found. Sister Dora, however, maintained that, ex- 
cept for leaving the hospital, she did not mind 
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going out at night, since, come what might, she must 
sit up. 

Another Saturday night, when the porter was as 
usual, as she said, "at his tricks;" she was quietly 
reading her yellow-backed novel, when a delirious 
patient, a tall, heavy man, in the worst stage of con- 
fluent small-pox, threw himself out of bed, with a 
loud yell, and rushed to the door before she could 
stop him. She had no time for hesitation, but at 
once grappled with him, all covered as he was with 
the loathsome disease. Her combined strength and 
determination prevailed, and she got him back into 
bed, and held him there by main force until the 
doctor arrived in the morning. His amazement 
when she told him of her hand-to-hand struggle, 
knew no bounds. His description of her at this 
time is as follows: — "Sister Dora could sit up at 
night, and work all day, with little or no rest, and 
as far as I am able to judge, she was neither 
physically nor mentally the worse for it. Her strength 
was superhuman. I never saw such a woman." She 
seemed, indeed, utterly incapable of feeling fatigued; 
the more dreadful and disgusting her work, the 
more her spirits rose to the occasion. 

It sounds almost incredible, but it is nevertheless 
a fact that she was in the habit of bringing back 
to life patients who had sunk into the first stage 

I2* 
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of the fatal collapse which often precedes death 
from small-pox, by actually putting her mouth 
to theirs, and breathing into them, until vitality was 
restored. 

The little small-pox ambulance, in the shape of 
an omnibus, was well known in the streets of WalsalL 
One or more patients could be placed on the floor 
of the carriage in their beds, while by their side sat 
Sister Dora, says an eye-witness, "with her jolly face, 
smiling out at the window all the way." When 
people refused to send their patients to the hospital, 
she would go in the ambulance, and announce that 
she had "come to fetch So-and-so;" and if further 
difficulty was made, she would take up the man or 
woman in her arms, as easily as if the burden had 
been a baby, and lift it into her omnibus. The 
friends rarely interfered to prevent her from carrying 
off her cargo. 

From the midst of this isolated world of suffering 
and disease she writes to a friend, who, it seems, 
found difficulty in forgiving an injury: "I hope your 
happy, loving nature is coming back to you. *The 
winter is over and gone.' Darling, you cannot for- 
give by nature, but grace could enable you to do 
it. Remember, in proportion as you forgive, so you 
plead with God to forgive you. Every time you 
show your face in prayer, you would not like God 
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to think only of your sins? No, He says tenderly, 

*Thy sins and iniquities are remembered no more.' 

Oh, who is he that is without sin amongst you? Let 

him cast the first stone. Always think of that when 

you are picking up even a pebble." On the last day 

of April she wrote again: "I am still a prisoner, 

surrounded by my lepers. I do feel so thankful 

that I came; no one hesitates to come here, now 

they know I will nurse them. ... I have had time 

and opportunity to spread the *glad tidings' to 

many an ignorant soul who has been brought in 

here. I was quite touched the other night when 

one little boy said, * Please tell me some more of 

Jesus;' and his face lighted up as he caught the 

idea of the wonderful redemption, and said, *Did 

He really die for me?' ... 1 thank God daily for 

my life here. I feel He sent me, and He has blessed 

it to my own soul, and I hope from henceforth that 

I shall indeed serve Him better, and be more zealous 

and earnest in winning souls for Christ. Oh, how 

sorry we shall be (if there be sorrow in heaven), if 

we should enter in at the gate, and enjoy ourselves 

to all etemity, to think how little we did to help 

others on the narrow way! When I think of it I 

feel as if I could be all day long on my knees, 

praying for poor sinners; and I am overwhelmed 

with regret when I think of the hours I have wasted 
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— the souls that have come and gone out of the 
hospital, and I have not led them to Christ I thank 
Him for sparing my life a little longer, that I may 
do better." 

To a friend who had offered to come and nurse 
her if she should be ill, she writes: "I cannot tell 
you how very sweet and comforting your letten 
are to me. But you must not think of coming if I 
am ill; you could do me no good, and you must 
think of all your darling children. I think any one 
coming in fresh into this place would be sure to 
catch it. And, strangely enough, it is nearly three 
weeks after you have begun before the pox comes 
out, or you know what is the matter. A case in to- 
day; the boy has been ailing, sick and shivering, 
for three weeks, and broke out this morning. A 
man we have who is awfully ill; they thought he 
had rheumatic fever until he broke out. The doctor 
wanted me to drive to St. James's this evening, but 
I did not dare until I had asked Mr. Twigg's 
leave .... I could come away directly afterwards and 
mix with no one. He says there can be no danger 
after such a drive, and I would change my clothes. 
Would you mind to ask him, dear? and I would 
come on Wednesday evening if he consents. . . . 
But it is so desolate! I think it would freshen 
soul and body. ... All my patients are doing 



A BIOGRAPHY. 1 83 

well, thank God. We have ten. I know you pray 
for us. I have been thinking of Mr. Twigg's 
teaching to-day. Let me have another of your nice 
letters." 

Towards the middle of May she seemed to have 
a longing for some human companionship besides 
that of doctor and patients. She writes: "Our last 
patient has gone out, and should no more come 
before Sunday, I should so like to come and spend 
the day at Wednesbuiy and enjoy the services. Now, 
would you have the least fear if I did? I would 
change ever3rthing, and put on a fresh dress. Let 
me know about Holy Communion. I could come 
early in the morning, and spend the day. But of 
course, if the Master comes and calls for me, and 
sends us in more cases, I cannot come." 

"The Master" did call for His servant, not on 
that Sunday only, but throughout the long summer 
days which followed. Many times she thought her 
work was over, and once she had actually cleaned 
the hospital thoroughly, and put it in order before 
it should be finally shut up, when behold, another 
case of small-pox appeared, and her labours began 
again. She did not lose patience, but she was ter- 
ribly worried by the unsatisfactory state of affairs at 
the Cottage Hospital; and as the number of her 
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small-pox patients diminished, she regularly went 
back to her old post twice or thrice a week, merely 
changing her clothes first, and taking a bath. 
Although she could only spend a few hours at a 
time in the Cottage Hospital, she was enabled by 
this arrangement to keep things tolerably straight, 
and matters which had formed subjects of disagree- 
ment among her substitutes were now referred to 
her for settlement. The surgeon invariably refused 
to perform any serious operation without her as- 
sistance, and she led a life of divided interests, of 
mental worry and physical fatigue, such as would 
have worn out most women in a month. Not until 
the middle of August, 1875, did the last small-pox 
patient disappear from her horizon, and she joyfully 
"cleared up," leaving the Epidemic Hospital in the 
hands of the white-washers, and returned, after ex- 
actly six months' absence, to her beloved surgical 
work, as quietly as she had left it. 

In spite of the joy of her friends when she showed 
her face among them once more, and the pleasure 
she took in healing and mending wounds and firac- 
tures, a kind of disappointment clung to her, that 
she had not been thought worthy to lay down her 
life for others, and she always spoke lovingly and 
even longingly of that **dear Epidemic Hospital," 
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as if it had been a time of shelter and rest, rather 
than of trial to her. But her labours were yet far 
from their end; indeed, the severest of them were 
still to come. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

LIFE AT WALSALL HOSPITAL AND SECOND MISSION: 

1875.76. 

**She all those human figures breathing there 
Beheld as living spirits, — to her eyes 
The naked beauty of the soul lay bare. 
And often, through a rude and worn disguise 
She saw the inner form most bright and fair — 
And then, — she had a charm of strange device. 
Which, murmured on mute lips with tender tone. 
Could make that spirit mingle with her own. " 

On Friday aflernoon, October the 15th of that 
same year 1875, eleven men were seated underneath 
the furnace of the ironworks at Burchills, near 
Walsall, and another man on the top was feeding 
the fires, when an explosion took place. Those below 
were covered with molten metal, which poured forth 
in a cataract, and streamed all over them. In their 
terror and agony they jumped into the neighbouring 
canal, from which they were with difficulty rescued, 
placed in cabs, and driven to the hospital. One 
man alone desired to be taken home, and as soon 
as it was possible for her to leave the others, Sister 
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Dora went and dressed his wounds. So wholesale 

an accident by burning had scarcely ever been known 

at Walsall, and it was not easy to make room for 

the poor charred bodies which were carried in and 

laid on the floor. All but very serious cases then 

under treatment were turned out into the passages, 

and some were sent home, till one ward was entirely 

cleared and ready for the sufferers. They were so 

burnt all over and disfigured that they were more 

like charred logs of wood than human beings. 

Some were in terrible agony, crying out, "Water! 

water!" A few were dying painlessly, but most of 

them were entreating, "Sister, come and dress me!" 

"J9(? dress me!" "Oh, you don't know how bad I 

am!" She answered, "Oh, my poor men! T\\ dress 

you all, if you'll give me time." She gave them each 

a glass of brandy, and then tried to undress them, 

but the flesh was so burnt away, the water into 

which they had jumped having terribly aggravated 

their injuries, that it was almost impossible to cut off" 

their clothes. 

Both sight and smell were terrible, and even the 
medical men of the town, who promptly came to 
help, were incessantly sick, and could hardly stay in 
the ward. Ladies in Birmingham and in the neigh- 
bourhood, who heard of the accident, offered their 
assistance, and a few actually came, but scarcely one 
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of them could get beyond the door of the ward. 
One poor man named Phillips — let due honour be 
done to his memory — seeing how Sister Dora was 
distracted by the cries for help by which she was 
surrounded, said, "Sister Dora, I want to be dressed 
very bad, but if there's any wants you worse, go and 
do them first." He was in intense agony, and able 
to lie only on his face, and he died during the night 
Another died on Sunday, but the rest lingered, some 
for ten days, some for longer; and all this time 
Sister Dora not only never went to bed, but she 
scarcely ever left the foul atmosphere of the ward. 
Her devoted friend the Secretary came and helped 
her, and one lady always stayed with her at 
night 

The surgeon testifies that this was the sole occa- 
sion on which he ever knew Sister Dora to fortify 
herself for her work with brandy. Without it she 
could scarcely have endured those ten fearfiil days. 
Many people came desiring to relieve her, and 
thinking that they could endure the scene if they 
tried, but in two or three minutes they were sitting, 
sick and faint with horror, on the stairs, and Sister 
Dora was laughing over them, and advising them to 
go home as fast as they could. Two men ultimately 
recovered. A man called Cassity was one of the 
two survivors, and from his graphic account most of 
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the details here given are taken. He was the man 
at the top of the furnace when the explosion took 
place, and seeing in a moment what was coming, 
had just time to cover his face with his hands, thus 
saving his eyes from the fire which flared up towards 
them, but sacrificing his hands and arms, which were 
terribly burnt, and one hand almost entirely gone. 
The rest of his body was much injured, but his 
bums were not like those made by the molten iron, 
and after six months in the hospital he recovered 
his health. He describes Sister Dora going fi:om 
bed to bed, talking, laughing, and even joking with 
the poor men; sitting by their bedsides, telling stories, 
which she hoped might divert them for a moment 
from their misery; feeding them with the tenderest 
care; helping them to bear their pain, and pointing 
out the way to heaven to those who were appointed 
to die. "She was with us almost night and day," 
Cassity said; and after the poor creatures had all 
died, except Cassity and a man named Ward, she 
would still come down two or three times in the 
night to see that the survivors were doing well. 
Cassity described her, in her cap and slippers, 
silently going round at two a.m. from bed to bed, 
smiling as she went. "It did you good only to look 
at her." Cassity was an Irishman, and as he sat 
telling his story, he showed his burnt and shrivelled 
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hands and arms, truly wonderful witnesses to the 
healing powers of his nurse. Every time he said 
"Sister Dora," he stood up and reverently pulled his 
forelock, as if he had pronounced the name of a 
saint or an angel, which he was scarcely worthy to 
utter. "What we felt for her I couldn't tell you; my 
tongue won't say it." 

Cassity went by the name of "Bumty." He never 
expected to walk again, his feet were so much in- 
jured. Sister Dora, however, affirmed that he would 
be able to walk, and accordingly, before he left the 
hospital, she sent him to be measured for a pair of 
boots, which she intended as her parting gift. The 
woman at the boot-shop said, "Well, I wouldn't be 
such a softy as to think you'll ever be able to wear 
a pair of boots with those feet;" and, much dis- 
heartened, poor Cassity returned to "tell Sister." 
She burst into a merry laugh, saying, "You'll wear 
out many pair of boots, my bumty." "And so I 
have," said Cassity; "she was right enough. But it 
was all along of her, who never left my bums a day 
all those months, without looking to them with her 
own hands." It was twelve months before Cassity 
did any work, and he came up constantly to be 
"dressed" after he left the hospital. 

Soon after this accident. Sister Dora was travel- 
ling, and entered into conversation with a fellow- 
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passenger, who desired to hear an account of the 
Burchills explosion. She gave him her own descrip- 
tion (and those who have heard her relate such 
scenes will know how graphic it must have been), 
when he suddenly exclaimed, "Surely you are not 
Sister Dora?" She smilingly assured him that she 
was. "I am glad to have seen Sister Dora," replied 
the stranger. He then produced a five-pound note, 
which he asked her to accept for the hospital, in 
remembrance of their conversation. 

The "tales," as the patients called the stories 
which Sister Dora was in the habit of telling by 
their bedside, were sometimes details about her own 
early life, and sometimes amusing experiences among 
the out-patients. She had a remarkable power of 
extracting amusement from trifling matters, and she 
seldom went out for an hour without bringing back 
something which would interest or amuse her people. 
All her pleasures, great or small, she was eager to 
share with others. One day, while the work was 
going on in the out-patients' ward, she went to fetch 
her lady-pupil, her eyes dancing with merriment, and 
saying, "I have often heard the old sapng, *a hair 
of the dog that bit you,' but I never saw the remedy 
applied before. It was too good to keep to myself!" 
She showed a dog-bite, upon which a mass of hairs 
had been plastered, whether of the animal who had 
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made the wounds or of some other dog, did not 
appear. Another day, a woman came up to the 
hospital with a severe cut on her head, the result of 
rough treatment frota her husband. As Sister Dora 
dressed the head, she listened, with the compas- 
sionate look which had such consoling power in it, 
to the poor woman's story, who declared she was 
determined to go before the magistrates, and make 
a charge against her husband, the very next morn- 
ing. "Are you quite sure, now, to go?" asked the 
Sister. "Yes," replied the woman; "I can bear such 
treatment no longer." Upon this Sister Dora began 
to bandage the head much more elaborately than 
the hurt required, and on seeing her lady-pupil's 
inquiring look, said aside, with a merry twinkle, "I 
think the husband will get an extra week for my 
beautiful second bandage!" It is provoking to relate 
that the much-enduring wife determined, with the 
morning's light, to give her husband another trial, 
so that Sister Dora's ingenious little scheme was 
wasted. 

These, and many more such-like histories, she 
stored up for the benefit of her fellow-workers and 
of the patients. Her retentive memory must have 
been an inestimable possession to her. She not 
only had the "royal gift" of remembering a face, 
but she recollected in one moment all the circum- 
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Stances under which she had seen it before. The 
inost trifling incidents were unconsciously impressed 
up(m her memory, and very often turned to account, 
to enable her to gain influence over her patients. 
An eye-witness, who was a staunch friend of Sister 
Dora, and for whose self-denying labours and earnest 

« 

goodness she had real admiration, sends the follow- 
ing record of his impressions of her work and in- 
duence in the hospital: — 

"From Nov. 187 1 to Nov. 1874, I generally held 
two services every week at the hospital. When the 
service was over I used to stay and talk with the 
patients, and thus had many opportunities of seeing 
Sister Dora at her wca-k. I just roughly note down 
a few leading traits of her character, as it showed 
itself to me. 

"She never came into the wards except with a 
face of sunshine. She was naturally cheerful, so 
this was generally easy to her; but she has told 
me, that if she felt depressed, she waited until she 
got the mastery over it, and took care never to enter 
amongst her charges until she could do so with a 
cheerful countenance. 

"She had a bright, ready wit, and a playful 
irony that never wounded, but often had the efiect 
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of stirring up some poor, feeble-spirited patient, 
bracing him like a tonic I wish I could remember 
some of her little sayings, but they most of them 
have passed away, though the effect remains; and 
you know how hard it is to reproduce on paper 
those half-humorous sayings, whose chief charm lies 
in the way they are said. 

"There was a man whom she induced to become 
quite a leader of the responses at prayers, by sajring 
that his very name (Clarke) ought to make him 
help the parson. Poor fellow! Clarke had to lie 
many weary weeks with a shattered leg, and often 
he grew desponding. Fragments of bone used to 
work through the skin to the surface, and Clarke 
used to keep these splinters in a box. She used to 
rally him about his hones ^ and many a time made 
all in the ward laugh by asking Clarke *to show his 
bones' to some visitor. She always tried to make 
Sunday a day of extra brightness, and the same at 
Christmas and Easter. (On these days there used 
to be full choral services held in the hospital.) On 
the evening of New- Year's Day she used to give an 
entertainment to the inmates and as many old pa- 
tients as she could accommodate. These festivals 
were most enjoyable. There was first a kind of 
'People's evening,' or 'Penny Readings entertainment,' 
and the patients seemed to forget their pains, and 
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good humour and bright faces filled the great ward 
where it was Jield. Before it ended some one 
generally gave an address to the patients. Then 
came supper, to which all who could move off their 
beds sat down, and those who could not were well 
cared for. Many a poor fellow now at work in coal- 
pit and workshop will long remember those evenings 
of bright and innocent mirth. 

"Never did Sister Dora attempt that impossible 
feat of 'cramming religion down people's throats.' 
She would bide her time most patiently, but never 
did she seem to forget that men's souls are worth 
infinitely more than their bodies. I have told you, 
I think, about poor Powell. He woke one night 
and found Sister Dora kneeling by his bedside, 
praying quietly, but in spoken words. He made no 
sign, but lay and listened, and heard her pray most 
fervently for his soul's salvation. It impressed him 
deeply. He had never thought his soul of much 
value before, I imagine, and besides, no doubt he 
was touched by such an evidence of her deep 
interest in him. 

"She sometimes had patients who were utter 
sceptics. She soon found them out, and was al- 
ways very careful, and used much tact in dealing 
with them. She knew that they were scanning her 
conduct, and would judge of Giristianity more or 
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less by the way she presented it to them m her 
daily ajctions. Many who came in scoffers wenl out 
convinced that Jesus was the Christ I knew none 
who were not convinced that she, at least, was true 
and good. One hard sarcastic Scotchman spoke to 
me about her just before he left the hospital. He 
was one of those working men who are not uncom- 
mon in towns — men who have imbibed Tom Paine 
and Voltaire through secondary sources, and are 
bitterly prejudiced against Christianity and its profes- 
sors, especially parsons. He told me he had watched 
her carefully while he lay there, and gave as his 
emphatic verdict, 'She's a noble woman; but she'd 
have been that without her Christianity.' 

"It was a grief to Sister Dora when she had 
such an obstinate sceptic in the ward. She felt 
that there was an evil influence always at work. 
These men listen respectfully while a clergyman 
speaks, and when he is gone, if he has made any 
unguarded statements, or talked twaddle, he is un- 
mercifully ridiculed to all the surrounding patients. 
Sister Dora did for many of them what no elo- 
quence, or logic, or reasoning, could have done. She 
made them respect, at least, the religion of which 
she was to them a symbol. 

"I was present in the wards one morning when 
a poor Irish youth was brought in fearfully crushed 
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and manglecL He had been working <m the rail- 
way, and run over by a train. In a few minutes he 
expired > and scarcely had he ceased to breathe 
when in rushed his mother, who had been sum- 
moned to see her boy. She came with impetuous 
haste to the bedside, and gazed for a moment ere 
she could realize the truth that he was dead. Then 
followed one of the most agonizing scenes. Never 
was grief more dramatically and strikingly expressed 
than by her cries and fervent appeals to the dead 
to speak to her once more. It was too much for 
many of the men in the ward, themselves softened 
and weakened by recent dangers, and some not yet 
out of peril, and I own to a 'lump in the throat' 
myself. Sister Dora gently but firmly drew the 
mother away, and in a few moments, by some 
strange magic, silenced her wild outcries. Before I 
left I spoke to Sister Dora of the woman and her 
grief. She smiled gently, and said, *Poor thing! 
shell soon get over it' *What makes you say that, 
Sister?' I said, somewhat remonstratingly. *Well,' 
she answered, *she made just as pathetic a show of 
grief over her boy when he came here some months 
ago with a slight cut in his finger.' Sister Dora 
was right; I saw the woman two days after, and 
spoke to her for some time, and heard her patheti- 
caUy (?) bemoaning the loss her boy's wages would 
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be to her and the children, and scarce a word of 
regret for the boy himself!" 

Yet another story must be given illustrative of 
Sister Dora's tenderness towards the forms of 
religious expression adopted by others. An Irish 
sailor, a Roman Catholic, was brought to her with 
his ribs broken. As she undressed him and ex- 
amined into the extent of his injuries, the surgeon, 
who stood on the other side of the bed, pointed 
with his finger to marks of tattooing on the man's 
side, saying, "What on earth is that for?" The 
sailor explained that the marks were the monograms 
of our Saviour and the Virgin Mary, and were in- 
tended to secure Christian burial for him in case 
he should be drowned, and his unknown body be 
washed up on shore and fall into the hands of 
Christians. The doctor felt at once that this ex- 
planation would delight Sister Dora, and that the 
man's superstition would appeal to that love of the 
sensational which has already been mentioned as 
one of her characteristics. Nor was he mistaken. 
She exclaimed sentimentally, "Well, now, only think 
of that!" The doctor was so much amused that he 
laughed out loud. In a moment he perceived by 
her flashing eyes and heightened colour that he 
was in serious disgrace with her, and that he had 
better make his escape as soon as possible,, ti:ust- 
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ing that by the morning her wrath would have 
evaporated. 

No such thing. On his, arrival the next day 
lie found her walking up and down her sitting- 
room, just as angry as he had seen her once before. 
**She asked me," said the surgeon, "what I meant 
by disturbing the poor man's simple faith. Had I 
anything better to give him in exchange? or was 
my religion, which taught me to scoff at another's, 
better and more childlike than my own, likely to 
be of any service to the man?" All this was 
hurled at the doctor, while she continued to pace 
the room in great anger. He retreated as best he 
might, leaving her to her own reflections, which, 
in the 'space of two hours, resulted in a penitent 
letter, in which she asked his forgiveness for having 
completely lost her temper. 

"At the end of the year 1875, serious difficulties 
arose with regard to the Cottage Hospital. The 
ward into which the victims of the Burchills ex- 
plosion had been received, became hopelessly in- 
fected. Case after case of erysipelas declared 
itself, wounds refused to heal, and Anally the whole 
hospital seemed to be impregnated by the poison. 
Meetings were held by the committee to consider 
what should be done; and at last, by the advice 
of competent counsellors, it was determined that 
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the old hospital should be pulled to the ground, 
and that a new building should be raised on a 
lai]ger scale, suited in every way to the needs of 
the increasing population. The next question was, 
what was to be done meanwhile? 

With much difficulty, a small house in Bridge- 
man Street, the only one to be found, was fitted up 
as a temporary hospital. It was, however, un- 
suitable in almost every respect for its purpose, 
being three stories high, and standing so close to 
the railroad that every train as it passed seenied to 
shake the building to its foundations. It oolj held 
ten beds, or twelve at the outside, nor was there 
any separate room for out-patients, who con- 
sequently stood in crowds in the narrow little pas- 
sage, and on the stairs, or when these were filled, 
overflowed into the street. The nurses' living- 
rooms were so small and inconvenient that Sister 
Dora was obliged to give up taking lady-pupils, 
and be content with the help of night-nurses and 
servants. This, indeed, was no privation to her; on 
the contrary, it relieved her of anxiety. She re- 
velled in having the patients all "under her own 
eye," as she expressed it Those cases for which 
no room could be found in the house she visited 
at their own homes, setting their fractures and 
dressing their wounds, sometimes returning at night 



to the hospital, but sometimes spending it by the 
bedside of a sick person who wanted a nurse more 
than those who were aheady well cared fear within 
the walls of her "Maison-Dieu." 

The unearthly shrieks of the engines on the 
line, and the shrill railway whistles, were at first 
a source of constant annoyance to those patients 
who were seriously ill. Sister Dora remonstrated 
with her friends on the line, begging them to 
remember their suffering neighbours, and not to 
let off steam just by the little hospital, so as to 
awaken a poor feverish patient out of his first 
healthy sleep, or to startle a burnt baby into 
screams for the rest of the night. So effectual were 
her representations, sometimes enforced, no doubt, 
by the engine-drivers' recollections of their own 
sufferings, and her tender care of them in their 
hour of need, that after a few months had been 
passed in the temporary hospital, she said, "You 
wouldn't believe how quiet they (the railway men) 
are." It was soon found necessary to leave the 
out-patients' ward attached to the old hospital 
undisturbed, and to use it as before. This arrange- 
ment added a full ten minutes' walk every after- 
noon up the hill, in heat, or cold, or wet, to the 
Sister's labours. 

In November, 1876, when patients and nurse 
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were fairly established in their temporary home, 
a mission was held in the parish to which the little 
house in Bridgeman Street belonged. Sister Dora 
prepared to throw herself into it heart and souL 
Her former experience in the same line, slight as it 
was, had been enough to show her, and those under 
whom she was to work, that she possessed rare 
capabilities for it. The opportunities which her 
life had afforded her of studying human nature had 
not been lost upon her, and now she found a use 
for the experience which she had gained. She 
wrote on the first day of the mission, which was 
to last a week, to the Vicar of her parish, as 
follows : — 

^' The Hospital, Nov, iStA, 1876. 

"Dear Mr. Fitzgerald, 
"Would you send me some more papers as 
regards the list of services? I have found some 
who want them, and I have not one myself. Also, 
without much inconvenience, could you place your 
hand on the little book for lay-workers? I want 
to read it over again. When I awoke this morning 
I thought *what was going to happen to-day?' and 
I remembered the mission. ... I shall send up my 
poor prayers for you during the mission." . . . 
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She did not only pray, she laboured unceasingly 

night and day; the whole of that week and for 

many weeks afterwards she followed up that one 

week's work. It can be readily conceived, that, by 

this time, there was scarcely any one belonging to 

the lower classes in Walsall whom she did not 

know personally. But there was one class of people 

towards whom, above all others, she had long felt 

the deepest pity, and among whom she had already 

made many secret efforts to win her way. Now at 

last she saw her opportunity. She suggested to 

the clergy engaged in the mission that a special 

attempt should be made, to rescue some of the 

miserable women with whom the streets of the 

town swarmed at nights, and who seemed, as a 

general rule, beyond the reach of any human power 

to reclaim. They readily agreed to her proposal, 

on condition that she herself should conduct this 

part of the mission, and enable them to profit by 

her experience and knowledge of the class with 

which they were going to deal. Accordingly, on 

the first night of the mission, after all the services 

were over, and the town was asleep, two of the 

missioners were guided by Sister Dora into one of 

the worst "slums" of Walsall, where the inhabitants 

turn night into day, "loving darkness rather than 

light, because their deeds are evil." 
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Ill the midst of these courts stands a small 
building, which has been applied to a variety of 
purposes. It was once used as an epidemic hos- 
pital at the time of a severe visitation of chol«^ 
some forty years ago. It has been used also for 
a school-rocwn and mission-room. Soon it will 
disappear altogether, for the whole of the area 
on which it stands is to be cleared; and the 
crowded "rookeries" around it are condemned 
under the Artisans' Dwellings Improvement Act, 
and will be replaced by decent houses. On 
the present occasion it was turned into a mission- 
roonv lights were burning in it, and the door stood 
open. 

As Sister Dora passed this place with her two 
companions, a policeman stopped her, saying, 
"Hadn't we better be near. Sister; it's an ugly 
place?" "Oh," she said earnestly, "on no account; 
it would spoil all; they must not think we are 
afraid." As the three missioners turned down a 
narrow court, the most disreputable of all the 
neighbourhood, the Sister spoke to the clergy, "Now 
keep close behind me. I am safe enough, but your 
lives are not worth a moment's purchase if you are 
seen down here without me to protect you." They 
followed her, and she paused at the door of a small 
house brightly lighted, through the window of which 
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she bade them look, taking care at the same time 
jaot to be discovered, 

Thej saw a circle of women sitting roand a table, 
evidently receiving orders from an ill-looking man, 
•who appeared to be master. Sister Dora knocked 
at the door, and received at first no answer. She 
knocked again, and a man's voice growled, "Who's 
there?" "Sister Dora," was the answer. A volley 
-of oaths was the next soimd, coupled with the 
question, "What do you mean by coming here at 
this time of night?" She merely answered, "Open 
the door — it's Sister; I want to speak to you." The 
man got up swearing, and did as she told him. 
She stood in the doorway, looking with infinite 
compassion upon the scene before her, and exhort- 
ing the man as follows: "Why, Bill, what possesses 
you to treat me like this? Don't you remember 
what you told me the last time you came up to 
have that head seen to?" Growls from the man, 
and muttered oaths, was the rejoinder; with orders 
to "be quick, and say what she wanted." "I'll tell 
you what I want," answered Sister Dora, advancing 
into the room, and holding out her hand, first to 
one woman and then another: and as they crowded 
round her, she addressed them severally. "Well, 
LiMie," or "Mary, how are you?" and "Fve seen 
you before — did up your arm last winter twelve- 
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month — but I can't put a name to you;" or, "Yon 
came up to see me two months ago." Then, 
speaking to them all, "I want you all to go down 
on your knees with me now, this moment, and say 
a prayer to God." To the utter amazement of the 
two clergymen, the whole party, the man as well 
as all the women, knelt with Sister Dora, while 
she offered up aloud a prayer from the depths of 
her heart, for her "brothers and sisters" who were 
gathered there with her. As the man rose from his 
knees, he turned to her in a shamefaced manner 
and said, "I'm very sorry, Sister, I was so rude to 
you. I didn't mean it; you've been good to me." 
"Then," answered she, quickly "if you're sorry, will 
you do what I ask you?" "That I will," replied 
he. "I want you, and all these women here, to 
come with me into a room we have got hard by, 
and to listen to something some friends of mine 
have to say to you there." Bill at once prepared 
to obey her like a little child, and most of the 
women followed his example. 

The two clergymen had vanished into the little 
mission-room, which was soon filled. But they had 
scarcely begun their service when a rough fellow 
pushed his way in, accompanied by some women, 
and set to work shoving and nudging those who 
were already there, and jeering at them with coarse 
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bitterness. "Bill" turned to Sister Dora, by whose 
side he sat, and said imploringly, "Make him be 
quiet. Sister; now do.*' She rose, saying authorita- 
tively, "Now then, Jack, none of that. Come and 
sit you down here by me, and behave yourself." 
The dignity of her appearance and manner entirely 
quelled his savage nature, and as meekly as a lamb 
Jack came to her side, and the service proceeded, 
she seated between the two ruffians, who, under 
ordinary circumstances, would have thought little of 
murdering anybody who had thus dared to interfere 
with them. 

Words are weak to describe such a scene, and 

those who witnessed it declare that no description 

of it is possible; that they can hardly believe it ever 

really took place; and that it seems to them now, 

to look back upon, like a dream, or a vision of the 

night, which they expected to vanish as they awoke. 

The surgeon of the hospital, who was inclined to 

be sceptical about the genuineness of impressions 

produced in such a manner, came one night, 

watched Sister Dora's proceedings, and pronounced 

that this was "the real thing, and no humbug." It 

was, however, only the beginning of her mission in 

this direction, and the rest of it may be best told 

in the words of one of the clergy who worked with 

her. More and more women, brought by her 
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mighty personal influence , came to the meetings 
every night 

''In a little room^ at midnight, was assemtded 
as strange a company as ever it contained — about 
thirty-five women of the class that are spoken of 
as 'fallen.' Sister Dora had gathered them by her 
own unassisted efforts, and I am sure that no odc 
in the town but herself could have drawn them in. 
They came in by twos and threes, very quietly, for 
the most part. Sister Dora meeting them at the 
door with a kindly word of encouragement. There 
was something very touching in her treatment and 
attitude towards them. No condescension, no 
'stand apart, for I am holier than thou;' but yet, 
though she was so gracious and sisterly, they 
seemed to feel that she was rather a pitying ac^el 
than one of their own sex. It seemed to me that 
she knew them nearly all by name; and she told 
me that she had doctored nearly all of them at 
different times. Many of them used to seek her 
only after nightfall, but she was ever ready to 
help, and never scorned them. I know not whether 
I need dwell on the service. There were three 
clergymen present. The service began with a 
hymn, which many of them joined in. Prayer 
followed. Then two short addresses were given, 
and were listened to intently, and not without 
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evident emotion on the part Of some. Earnest 

appeals were made to them to forsake their present 

courses, and offers of guidance and assistance to 

such as should resolve to do so. When the service 

was over Sister Dora spoke to each of them as 

they left, and obtained promises that they would 

come again. A second service was held, and seemed 

even more successful than the first. Several stayed 

behind at its close to speak with the clergy and 

Sister Dora. Three, I believe, were eventually 

rescued (I can only speak of one myself). Many 

of them seemed to feel themselves 'tied and bound 

with the chain of their sins,' but yet they had no 

strength to get free. Some of them were little better 

than slaves to some tyrant — some *Bill Sikes' who 

treated them like a dog, and whom yet they clung 

to with dog-like fidelity. 

"For some weeks after the mission Sister Dora 
9till continued her labours amongst these poor sinners. 
Every Sunday night there was a late service held, 
and, braving no small risks amidst the drunken and 
dissolute. Sister Dora indefatigably visited their 
homes and compelled them to come in. Sister Dora 
always paid these visits alone. One visit she de- 
scribed to me. It was a much better house than 

*any she had been in before — most of them being 

« 
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mere cottages — and the occupant was evidently 
superior to most of her neighbours in education. She 
was well dressed, and when she asked in a stately 
manner, *To what am I indebted for the pleasure of 
your visit?' Sister Dora owned that she felt almost 
inclined to leave without delivering her soul. She 
began her difficult task, and was met at first with 
quiet, civil-spoken contempt; but her heart warmed 
as she reasoned and pleaded, and her words be- 
came inspired, and before she left the woman 
broke out into sobs, and they knelt together in 
prayer. 

"It was work at times not unaccompanied by 
personal risk, but I have met few persons more 
utterly fearless. She came back to where I was 
waiting for her after diving into one of the rookeries, 
and told me she had had a narrow escape. She had 
encountered a ruffian inflamed with drink, who burst 
out into a torrent of wild blasphemy, and threatened 
to have her life. He was quieted at once by his 
partner in sin, who said, *Shut up, you fool — it's 
Sister Dora.' He even muttered some apology. Two 
of the women who had attended some of the ser- 
vices at the room were seized soon after by the 
police on a charge of robbery, and locked up. Sister 
Dora visited them frequently in the cells. Like her 
Master, she seemed never to despair of a human soul. 
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The 'lost' were those whom she knew that He came 
to seek and save." 

The visible effect of all this labour was infini- 
tesimally small, and if the value of such deeds is 
to be measured by tangible results, it may perhaps 
be said these were not worth the trouble and anxiety 
bestowed on them. One couple, however, were 
married, and two girls sought to earn their liveli- 
hood by going to service, and kept their resolution 
steadily. But Sister Dora's strong faith led her to 
believe that the seed which had been sown during 
the mission week, although most of it might be cast 
on hard and uncultivated ground, would some day 
spring up and bear fruit. For some time after the 
mission she continued to hold midnight classes for 
these poor women, and thus to keep up her ac- 
quaintance with them, in order that no opportunity 
of rescuing even a single soul from a life of misery 
and despair might be lost. 

Next to the women, it was her strong desire to 
do something for the drivers of public cabs in Wal- 
sall. She felt much sympathy with them in their 
temptation to drink, to which the exposure to cold 
and wet is liable to lead. She asked and obtained 
leave, herself to hold a kind of meeting or class for 
them, between nine and ten in the evening during 
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the mission. Many of them had been at the hospital 
either as in or out patients; one or two had been 
there for many months; all knew Sister Dora well 
by sight and reputation. Every single cabman in 
Walsall came to her meetings except one, who was 
compelled always to be on duty to fetch passengers 
from a certain train, exactly at the hour of her class. 
This man went, almost crying, to tell "Sister" why 
he could not come. One of the cabmen, an old 
patient, told her that she was always to send for 
him when she wanted a drive, and he would drive 
her an)rwhere, at any time, for nothing, adding, 
"Stop, Sister; there^s only one way as I won't drive 
you, and that's away from Walsall." 

This week of the mission must have been spent 
by Sister Dora almost without rest. Her hospital 
labours were rather increased than diminished by 
the move into the temporary house, and as soon as 
she had " dressed her wounds," as she called it, and 
put all her patients to bed, she started forth to her 
cabmen's gathering. When that was over she must 
have gone straight on to the midnight meeting; and 
when it is remembered that she never appeared in 
the wards of her hospital later than 6.30 a.m., it 
becomes evident that she burnt both ends of the 
candle at once, and that pretty fiercely, during the 
mission week. She further extended the field of ha 



A BIOGRAPHY. 213 

labours by walking about Walsall in order to fetch 

people to church, and she appeared at the evening 

service, whenever her regular duties would allow, 

with a goodly following, not only of old patients, but 

of waifs and strays. A friend who went with her 

on some of these expeditions, describes how little 

ragged, dirty boys playing in the streets, would run 

up as she walked along, pulling at her gown to 

attract her attention, and not satisfied till she had 

bent down from her majestic height to kiss their 

grimy faces, which they held up to her with entire 

confidence that they would get the notice which 

they craved. She was never too preoccupied to give 

them a merry word, or a playful rebuke, as she 

passed by, and the beaming expression which came 

over their faces as she spoke to them, was sufficient 

sign of the keen sympathy existing between herself 

and the child-nature which she loved and thoroughly 

understood. 

The surgeon of the hospital tells a comic story 
of her way of dealing with children. He was stand- 
ing with her at the window of the little general 
sitting-room in the temporary hospital, looking out 
upon the railway line, which is there crossed by the 
road, and only divided from it by a row of iron 
railings and a gate. By these railings children con- 
gregate, to enjoy that never-failing source of excite- 
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ment, the passing to and fro of trains. On that 
particular morning, as the Sister and surgeon stood 
deep in discussion over some specially interesting or 
anxious case, outside was a baby held in the arms 
of a nurse scarcely bigger than itself; both of them 
were craning their necks as far as possible, in order 
to see whether an)rthing enhvening, in the shape of 
an express train, might possibly be at hand. The 
baby was squeezing an enormously large head tightly 
into the narrow opening between two railings, and 
the surgeon had just made the obvious professional 
remark to Sister Dora, "That child will speedily 
develop water on the brain, or I'm much mistaken,*' 
— when, tripping down the steps of the bridge which 
crossed the line, came a smart young gentleman of 
about ten years old, evidently on his way to school, 
and keenly on the look-out for mischief to be per- 
formed by the road. As he passed the two ab- 
sorbed figures at the bottom of the steps, his eyes 
brightened, and he gave a judicious push to the 
head of the unlucky baby, and thus sent it straight 
through the opening against which it had been 
pressed! 

The doctor uttered a loud exclamation; but out 
rushed Sister Dora into the street like a flash of 
lightning, and seizing the young gentleman in the 
rear, inflicted a shower of sharp boxes first on one j 
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£ax and then on the other. He looked up in 

astonishment, and seeing a tall, strong woman in 

white cap and apron, who seemed to have descended 

upon him, like retributive justice personified, and in 

whose powerful grasp he felt helpless, he set up 

loud yells of terror, in which he was joined by the 

nurse and baby. Sister Dora, when she considered 

that he had been sufi&ciently punished, turned her 

attention to the extrication of the big head from its 

iron vice — no easy task. The surgeon, who had 

witnessed the whole scene with much delight from 

the window, at length came to her assistance. The 

howls of the little boy were further increased by the 

doctor's coachman, who, having seen the affair from 

his position on the box of the carriage, now thought 

it was his turn to join in the fray, and made a 

successful cut with his whip at the knickerbockered 

legs of the young gentleman, who escaped from the 

scene of action as fast as they would carry him. 

The doctor was, not unnaturally, laughing too much 

to do an)rthing himself, and Sister Dora, still boiling 

over with righteous indignation, was soothing the 

terrified baby. It was not until afterwards that she 

seemed to realize the utterly ludicrous nature of the 

whole business. 

The surgeon, in relating the story, added, "I 
can tell you she laid on her blows pretty well; they 
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must have been no joke at all. I don't ever re- 
member to have seen anything better done; they 
were positively masterly boxes on the ear, just like 
everything else she did.'' 



A BIOGRAPHY. 2 I ^ 



CHAPTER VIII. 

UFfL IN THE TEMPORARY HOSPITAL. SISTER DORA 
LEAVES WALSALL: 1876-1878. 

"The magic circle of her voice and eyes, 
All savage natures did imparadise. " 

During the winter of 1876 — 77 Sister Dora, for 
the first time since the beginning of her hospital 
life, found a difficulty in lifting her patients. She 
could not understand from what cause this arosei 
and she paid little heed to it, working harder than 
before, carrying upstairs heavy mattresses and hods 
of coals. The narrowness and steepness of the 
staircase in the small house in Bridgeman Street 
added materially to her labour. It was difficult to 
convey a helpless person up to the wards, and 
taking the dead downstairs, which she did herself 
without assistance, was a problem which she solved 
by an invention of her own. She would pass a 
broad bandage round the corpse, and then, tymg 
the ends of it together round her own neck, she 
would take the dead body up in her strong arms, 
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and carry it down to the mortuary. Many a time 

has her old night-nurse, Mrs. R , said to her, 

"Sister, do let me carry that bedding, or those 
coals, for you;" and she has replied, "No, I am 
stronger than you are, and I want to save your 
strength," and picking up the load in the easy 
fashion which was the admiration of all who beheld 
it, she would stalk away with it. But she began to 
feel something which rendered the exercise of her 
physical strength, in which she had always de- 
lighted, a slight effort, and as the impediment in- 
creased, and was not the passing inconvenience she 
had hoped it might prove to be, she consulted a 
medical man with whom she was on terms of per- 
sonal friendship. He examined her carefully, and 
discovered the existence of a disease, which, he told 
her, must ultimately be fatal to her life. At the 
same time he thought surgical aid might prolong 
her days; but she knew too much of the uncertain 
result of such measures to be ready at once to sub- 
mit to the necessary treatment. 

After a short struggle she made up her mind to 
allow the disease to take its natural course. She 
firmly resolved to let no one know her condition, 
and she made her medical friend pledge himself 
that he would not only never reveal the nature of 
her complaint, but that he would not divulge the 
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fsLCt that she had consulted him. The reason she 
gave him was that she wished to continue her work 
as long as possible, and that if she were known to 
be ill or suffering, it would be made impossible for 
her to labour up to the last, as she desired. Her 
friend acquiesced in her wish, and she sought no 
second opinion. She was within easy reach of him 
at Walsall, and she determined to drive over and 
consult him whenever it might be necessary, but to 
have no regular medical attendance. She knew, 
alas! too well, by many a mournful experience, the 
slow stages of that disease, the course of which, 
when it has once taken its hold, no human skill 
can avail to arrest, scarcely even to delay. 

She was suddenly brought, as it were, face to 
face with death; distant, perhaps, but inevitable: 
she, who was full of such exuberant life and spirits, 
that the very word death seemed a contradiction 
when applied to her. Even her doctor, as he 
looked at her blooming appearance, and measured 
with his eye her finely made form, was almost in- 
clined to believe the evidence of his outward senses 
against his sober judgment, and to recall his well- 
founded opinion about the nature of her complaint. 
The suddenness of the blow, and the necessity of 
making up her mind at once as to how she should 
employ the remainder of her days, as well as the 
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Strength and spirit whidi she still felt within h^, 
no doubt all contributed largely to the decision that 
she would reveal her true condition to no human 
being. 

But there was yet another motive, hidden, per- 
haps, even from herself. She could not endure 
pity. She, to whom everybody had learnt in- 
stinctively to turn for help and consolation, on 
whom others leant for support, must she now come 
down to ask of them sympathy and comfort? The 
pride of life was still surging up within her, that 
pride which had made her glory in her physical 
strength for its own sake, as well as for its manifold 
uses in the service of her Master. True, she had 
long been living two lives inseparably blended. 
The outward life, one of hard, unceasing, often un- 
congenial toil; the inner, a constant communion 
with the unseen world, the existence of which she 
realized to an extent which not even those who 
saw the most of her could appreciate. They could 
only perceive that prayer and faith and love were 
sustained and kept genuine by active work, and 
that, in short, as one of her humble friends testified 
after her death, "Sister Dora was as like the Lord 
Jesus Christ as any human creature could be." To 
all the poor ignorant beings whose souls she tried 
to reach by means of their maimed bodies, she 
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•was indeed the personificatioii of their idea of a 
Saviour. But to her own mind, as she sat in judg- 
ttient on her past life, when, as she herself after- 
irards expressed it, "the decree had gone forth, 
*Thou shalt die, and not live,'" there appeared to 
be still so much left undone, so many opportunities 
wasted, and so much time unredeemed, that she set 
the whole energy of her body and soul to work to 
make the very utmost of every moment which was 
left her. All her fortitude, all her self-control, must, 
she knew, be called to her aid now. 

She worked harder than ever, and writes to a 
friend, who was, of course, entirely unaware of her 
condition; "I grudge every moment I must spend 
in taking care of this body;" and again: "I fairly 
grudge myself the time which must be spent in 
sleep." (This time she certainly did contrive to 
reduce to a minimum.) Again: "One's body seems 
to drag one down." Her friends were disposed to 
think she was wanting in gratitude for that body, to 
the beautiful form of which she undoubtedly owed 
jio small measure of her success. But she by no 
ineans altogether despised this gift; and that she 
i<eally recognized the infhience which her appear- 
ance gained for her over those with whom she came 
idi contact, is proved by her evident fear lest small- 
pox should deprive her of some of her personal 
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attractions. Her labours now became so severe, 
so altogether beyond reason in the eyes of the com- 
mittee, that they remonstrated more than once with 
her, telling her she would kill herself, and entreat- 
ing her to allow them to furnish her with efficient 
help. She declined every offer of this kind, partly 
because the risk of the discovery of her secret was 
not so great while she lived comparatively alone in 
the hospital, partly because she dreaded an)rthing 
which should in the least interfere with that mission 
work, for which she had so short a time left. 

Her little pony carriage was now used nearly 
every day. From six p.m. till between ten and 
eleven at night, she drove to see patients who could 
not be received into the hospital. She visited all 
classes — from the respectable, down to what she 
called the "ragtags" of the town. These last were 
her favourites, and her chief happiness now seemed 
to consist in spending the night by the bedside of 
wretched, dying patients, soothing, exhorting, en- 
couraging; going almost down with them into the 
dark valley, truly representing unto them their 
Saviour. She was sometimes fearful, perhaps not 
without reason, lest they should cling too exclu- 
sively to her, and to the human support which she 
afforded them. Yet her religion was eminently 
spiritual. She thought too little of outward forms, 
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and rarely, if ever, cared to teach others to depend 
upon them. To one who tried to follow her, at 
however great a distance, in her work of rousing 
people sunk in vice and wretchedness, to a sense of 
moral responsibility, she gave the wholesome advice, 
''When you want to lead any one to Jesus, remem- 
ber you must point, and take care not to stand in 
the way yourself." The active part she had taken 
in the public mission had opened to her many doors 
which had before been closed. Every back slum 
in Walsall now became familiar ground to her. 
The faces which met her there wore a look of wel- 
come and of friendship, nay, even of respect, in 
return for her smiles of recognition. The mid- 
night classes for women, which she continued to 
conduct during part of the winter of 1875 — 76> 
gave her golden opportunities, of which she made 
the fullest use. 

A place in Walsall, well known to the police 
and to other night-birds, called Marsh Lane, is in- 
famous on many accounts, but chiefly as the scene 
of hish fights. One night, as Sister Dora passed 
the entrance to this lane, she saw a motley crowd 
collected, and in the midst a bloody fight was going 
on, with which the police were not venturing to 
interfere. She immediately turned down the lane, 
and plunging through the crowd, which made way 
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for her right and left, she took possession Of a high 
doorstep, where her appearance alone was enough to 
gain her the attention she desired. She addressed 
the crowd in her usual fashion, entreating, exhort* 
ing, flinging well-aimed raillery at the combatantsi 
with whom she was, no doubt, personally acquainted. 
They stood for a moment or two abashed, like two 
furious bulldogs with their tails between their legs, 
and then, with the tenacity of the same creatures, 
again rushed upon each other, urged on by the 
sjrmpathetic cries of the crowd. In one moment 
Sister Dora had quitted her doorstep, and had 
thrown herself between the wild animals, holding 
them each back with an arm which either of the 
men could have broken as easily as he could have 
snapped his tobacco-pipe. But her appeal was all- 
powerful; neither combatants nor crowd gave her a 
word of disrespect, much less of insult, and as if 
they were forced to acknowledge a supernatural 
power amongst them, they allowed her to win th« 
day, and the fight was at an end. 

Another night her way to a patient's house lay 
through one of the worst streets in Walsall. As 
she passed along it, a man whom she did not know 
ran out of a low public-house, calling after her, 
"Sister, you're wanted." "What is it?" she replied* 
"Why, they've been fighting, and there's a man hurt 
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desperate." Even Sister Dora hesitated; such was 
the reputation of the public-house that she hardly 
knew whether she ought not to expect to be mur- 
dered if she should go in there unprotected in the 
dead of night. "But what does it matter if I am 
murdered?" was her next thought; and she turned 
and followed the man. As she entered the door of 
the public room the noise of mingled groans and 
curses which met her ears made her shudder. To 
her astonishment every hat was taken off as she 
appeared on the scene; a way was respectfully 
made for her to the side of the wounded man, and 
silence was kept around while she did all she could 
for him. 

This may well complete the history of her 
victory over the hearts of her fellow-men, a victory 
gained by the abiding influence of those words, 
which were deeply graven on her heart, and con- 
stantly on her lips: "Greater love hath no man than 
this, that a man lay down his life for his friends." 
Every one must admire the courage which she dis- 
played, but those who know by experience what the 
lowest of the masses in our large towns are like — 
how all decency, and even every vestige of humanity, 
seem to be stamped out of their nature — ^will alone 
be in a condition to appreciate her power. That 
power should more properly be called the utmost 
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cultivation of all her faculties. This enabled her 
fii^ to see the image of God, defiled and darkened 
though it might be, impressed upon every living 
soul, to feel her kinship with it, to lay her hand, 
not upon the defilements and impurity, but, through 
the means of her infinite love and tenderness, upon 
the one spot yet capable of being healed, thus kin- 
dling the faintest spark into a living flame. 

Her expeditions at night, in the cold and wet, 
during the early part of 1876, brought on a retuni 
of the acute inflammation £rom which she had 
suffered ten years before, and for a short time she 
was again dangerously ill. Was it strange that she 
now longed and prayed for death as she had neva: 
prayed before? No wonder that her heart almost 
failed her when, weak and ill, she looked forward 
to lonely months of suffering under a painful disease 
from which, as she well knew, death alone could 
release her. But, with recoveiy, her indomitable 
spirit returned, and no one who saw her in the 
wards of her little hospital, or surrounded by out- 
patients, for each of whom she had a cheerful word; 
or speeding with eager feet on her missions of 
mercy during the hours of night — could have 
guessed that her nearly superhuman energy was 
sustained by the knowledge that life was all but 
over for her, and that, to use words often on her 
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lips when she spoke to others, ''the night was com- 
ing, in which no man can work.'' 

Meanwhile the new hospital was slowly rising 
on the old site, and she threw herself into the vari- 
ous plans and suggestions for the building as vigor- 
ously as ever. The war between Turkey and Bul- 
garia also occupied a great deal of her interest, and 
her longing to go out and nurse the wounded was 
as earnest as it had been in the war of 1870. Even 
Walsall, with its tens of thousands of inhabitants, 
was but a comer of the world to her who took a 
vivid interest in the life of nations, in the struggle 
of parties in the State, and in politics. This was 
the more remarkable, because, as every one knows 
who has tried it, there is no mcxre engrossing occu- 
pation than nursing — no such complete "little 
world," in every sense, as that contained within the 
walls of a hospital. She writes to a friend, after 
she had taken a short holiday: ''I still keep in the 
same mind about going to the war, if only I had 
the strength. I stayed in London with two ladies 
who had just returned from the Servian war. I 
dropped in for their being fSted. It was very 
pleasant to meet nice people, but the evening's 
entertainm^it did not send me to bed with so glad 
a spirit as my work amongst the patients." 

At the close of the year 1877 she invited all 

15* 
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her old patients to a Christmas dinner in the tem- 
porary hospital, which she gave at her own cost. 
She felt nearly sure it would be her last Christmas 
upon earth, and she wished them all to remember 
the occasion after she was gone. There was a large 
gathering, and much merriment. Old and young, 
rich and poor, patients and nurses, met together to 
see and to be welcomed by their dear Sister Dora, 
and to hear her speak to them, as she alone could 
speak. Only one young man among those who had 
been invited, one of the patients whom she liked 
best of all, did not turn up; but on New-Year's Day, 
1878, he went to visit her. She asked him re- 
proachfully why he had not come to dinner <mi 
Christmas Day? She had missed him; it had not 

been half a Christmas to her without E ^ and 

she was wondering and conjecturing all day what 
could have kept him away. This incident was told, 
almost with a kind of despair, to the present writer, 
by this patient himself. He added, "No, I didn't 
go, and I shall never have another chance." 

During the rest of this winter Sister Dora's jour- 
ntys in her pony-carriage at night were extended as 
far as Sutton, a little town about seven miles from 
Walsall. She was always driven on these occasicms 
by the porter of the hospital, for the nights were 
sometimes so severely cold that it was all she could 
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do to keep herself even tolerably warm, and she 
would have been too much chilled had she driven 
the carriage herself. Twice on the road to Sutton 
she and her companion were attacked by men, who 
evidently had evil intentions. Once, just as they 
were entering Sutton, two ruffians sprang out of a 
hedge, when just as they had seized the pony's 
head, a man on horseback appeared roun^ the 
comer, causing them to fly. Sister Dora was by no 
means deterred from continuing her drives to Sutton, 
and not very long after this first adventure, as they 
were driving rather more slowly than usual on one 
dark night, a man suddenly rushed across the road, 
and ran after the carriage. The porter whipped up 
the pony, and Sister Dora, turning round, saw that 
the man had a large thick stick in his hand. ''I had 
only time," she said, "for a short prayer, when the 
stick was brought down heavily on the back of the 
carriage. I had leant instinctively to one side as I 
said my prayer, and thus my head escaped the blow 
which was intended for it." 

The porter, in describing this affair, always 
stoutly declares that the men did not know whom 
they were attacking. "Why, there isn't a man alive 
as would touch Sister Dora to do her any harm; 
they only knew the pony-carriage went constantly 
on the same road, and thought they might get some- 
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thing from the people inside it." The porter, who 
is an intelligent man, looks back upon these drives 
by night in the cold and in the dark as some of 
the jolliest hours of his life. "She never stopped 
talking to me," he would say, "telling me stories, 
and many times I wish I could recollect her way 
of putting things, but the words won't come to me. 
We had patients all about, and drove as many as 
eleven or twelve miles of a night Once we drove 
to Lichfield and back to la midnight service in the 
cathedral. It took us a good part of the night, but 
Sister Dora, she never seemed to feel the cold, n<x 
to be a bit tired the next day." 

Her friend Mr. Twigg, who had been very ill, 
had gone to Sutton for change of air, and she con- 
stantly visited him. Her visits were a refreshment 
to him, and he characteristically remarked, ^^I had 
rather be beaten by Sister Dora than caressed by 
any one else." Besides this, there had been an ac- 
cident to some navvies working on a new line of 
railroad, and three of these were lying seriously 
hurt at the little Sutton inn. They became her 
patients, like everybody else within reach. She 
visited all the towns and villages within a radius of 
ten miles from Walsall. In most of them she had 
patients; in all of them she found sin-laden and 
weary souls, who eagerly sought her help. 
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But, as a fiiend wrote after her death, "her 
good work was not confined to Walsall and its 
neighbourhood. Sinners sought her help from vari- 
ous parts. She ever had a true woman's loving, 
sympathizing heart, and no one in distress who sought 
counsel of her, ever applied in vain," Towards the 
early spring the S3rmptom5 of her disease increased 
so rapidly that her medical adviser made it his 
urgent request that he might not be left with the sole 
responsibility of the case. At his suggestion, there- 
fore, she consulted Mr. Crompton, of Birmingham, 
from whose opinion on a surgical case she knew 
there could be no appeal. His view confirmed that 
of her friend, and enjoining upon him also the most 
absolute secrecy, she returned to her work. There 
was no perceptible difference in her appearance, no 
signs of illness or of suffering about her, and yet 
the cancer which had estabUshed itself was increas- 
ing, so that surgical dressing became necessary. She 
kept, however, to her resolution, dressing the wound 
herself; and although she was at that very time 
watching three cases of the same kind, in different 
stages — one that of an in-patient at the hospital, the 
others out-patients, whose wounds she regularly 
dressed — ^yet she never swerved from her purpose. 
None of her family, or of her friends, nor a single 
soul in Walsall, had the slightest idea that she was 
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not in robust health. It is true she had a cough, 
but she attributed it, laughingly, to her owlish habits 
of wandering at unearthly hours in all weathers. 

One night the doctor hastily fetched her to look 
at a child who was in the last stage of diphtheria. 
As a forlorn hope he performed the operation of 
tracheotomy — making an incision, that is, in the 
child's throat, and inserting a tube in hopes that 
the choking might be relieved. Sister Dora knelt 
down by the bed, put her mouth to the incision, 
and deUberately cleared the child's throat of the 
poisonous mucous which was choking it The child 
ultimately recovered, to die of another disease! 
Sister Dora suffered for three weeks from diphtheritic 
sore throat, but escaped without any further mis- 
chief. 

One night, during some of the last weeks spent 
in the temporary hospital. Sister Dora, who had, 
for a wonder, gone to bed early, was awakened out 
of a sound sleep by feeling herself violently shaken. 
It was the night-nurse, who was calling out, "Sister, 
Sister, do get up; there's a man in the house, and I 
can't get him out! We shall all be killed!" Sister 
Dora hurried on her clothes and ran downstairs, to 
find herself confronted by a flashy-looking man, with 
conspicuous rings and watch-chain, who was stand- 
ing in the hall. He asked her if that was not the 
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Cottage Hospital. She replied, "Yes, it is: will you 
tell me what your business here is?" The man said 
lie thought he could be accommodated with a bed, 
perhaps. "Oh dear, no," replied she; "we only give 
sick people beds here." "Well, anyhow, Fve come," 
returned the fellow, "and I mean to stay." "But," 
said the Sister, "two people have to be consulted 
about that, and I, for one, do not mean to let you 
stay." He advanced towards her, and she trusted 
that he did not see, in the dim light, how, in spite 
of her bold words, she was shaking with fright. "Do 
you think yot^re going to prevent me from spending 
the night here if I choose?" returned he. "Of course 
I can't prevent you from staying in the passage," 
she replied; "but you will have to force your way 
past me before you get any ftuther;" and so saying, 
she stood on the last step of the staircase, and 
spread her arms across to bar the way. He seated 
himself coolly on a bench in the hall. Mean- 
while, their conversation had been interspersed with 
frantic cries from the night-nurse, who stood at the 
top of the stairs: "Sister, do leave him and come 
upstairs; we shall all be murdered — ^we shall in- 
deed;" to which she only received for answer, 
"Hold your tongue, you goose!" ("I could have 
beaten the woman," Sister Dora said afterwards, 
when she told this story.) 
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How long she and her unwelcome visitoi re- 
mained watching each other, she could not tell; she 
only knew that she began to feel very weary and 
to fear that he really meant to fulfil his threat of 
spending the night in the hospital, when he made 
a sudden dart down the passage in the direction 
of the kitchen. But she was too quick for him, 
and in a moment she was again facing him, and 
barring his way with her tall form. Of course he 
could easily have knocked her down, but instead of 
doing so, to her surprise he suddenly turned round, 
saying, "You're a brave one, I've accomplished 
what I came for; I wish you good evening," and 
walked out at the door, which Sister Dora eagerly- 
bolted and locked behind him. Then she went to 
vent her indignation upon the night-nurse, first for 
having let the man in, and next for being such a 
coward. The nurse vindicated herself by saying 
that she had only held the door ajar, till the man 
said "Accident," upon which she opened it wider, 
and he rushed in and shut it before she could stop 
him. Not many weeks after this strange adventure. 
Sister Dora received an anonymous letter of apology, 
in which was enclosed a donation of one pound to 
the hospital. The committee tried in every way to 
discover the offender, but in vain; and it was sup- 
posed that he belonged to the "swell mob" of 
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Walsall, and had made a bet that he would frighten 
Sister Dora, and spend a night in the hospital 

An idea prevailed that she could not be frightened, 
but this was a mistake. She often felt fear, although, 
with one curious exception, she never allowed it to 
influence her actions. The one exception was an 
uncontrollable terror of dogs, probably to be ac- 
counted for by the many serious cases of dog-bites, 
with which from time to time she had had to deal. 
She would shrink behind a companion if she met 
even a very small cur in the streets, but towards 
the end of her life she so far overcame her antipathy 
as to accept a present of a little curly dog, and to 
let it live in the house, although she never seemed 
to like to touch it 

In the month of June, 1878, Sister DcMra went 
away for a fortnight's holiday, leaving an old friend 
in charge of her patients. Almost immediately on 
her return, typhoid fever broke out in the temporary 
hospital in Bridgeman Street, and it was found 
necessary at once to close the building. Sister Dora 
was thus unexpectedly set at liberty; but besides 
her numerous out-patients, a matter of business pre- 
vented her from at once leaving Walsall, and taking 
the much-needed rest which seemed at last to offer 
itself. A short time before a woman had been 
brought into the hospital who had fallen down on 
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the railway line, and had been injured by a traia 
In compensation for these injuries she sued the com- 
pany for damages. It became at once a question, 
whether she was under the influence of drink at the 
time of her accident or not, and the evidence of the 
house-surgeon and of Sister Dora were taken on 
opposite sides; the doctor declaring that the woman 
was brought in sober, Sister Dora affirming that she 
was drunk. The case eventually came on at the 
Stafibrd assizes, and meanwhile Sister Dora remained 
at Walsall, not thinking it worth her while to go to 
her friends, who lived far away, until the trial should 
be over. The end of the lawsuit was, that the wo- 
man won triumphantly, and Sister Dora gave a most 
characteristic account of the affair. "Oh, but they 
are a pretty set, those barristers!" she said; "there 
was one who wanted to make me say black was 
white, and then, because I wouldn't, he tried to 
make me believe I was not Sister Dora. Rather too 
much!" 

As soon as this business was settled, she pre- 
pared to leave her lodgings in Walsall, but first she 
treated all her former patients whom she cOuld gather, 
together with the night-nurses and servants attached 
to the hospital, to a day at Lichfield. They describe 
it as having been the most charming of all their 
many delightful expeditions with her. She was ia 






A BIOGRAHIV. 237 

unusually high spirits, talking and laughing with 
them in the train, and actually jumping out to gather 
some flowers which grew on the railway banks while 
the train stopped unexpectedly. She took them over 
the cathedral, showing them everything herself, with 
her wonted care for their enjoyment. 

In the month of August she finally left Walsall, 
feeling convinced in her own mind that she should 
never come back to work there again. She packed 
up all her own goods and chattels, carefully separat- 
ing them from those belonging to the hospital, and 
taking so much pains about it that several of the 
committee could not conceal their astonishment, one 
even sapng to her, "Why, Sister, one would think 
you were never coming back to work the new hos- 
pital." To which she answered laconically, "Per- 
haps I never may; it's as well to be prepared for 
anything that may happen." The building of the 
new hospital, like most such undertakings, was a 
more tedious business than had been anticipated, 
and was not likely to be ready till October. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

VISITS TO PARIS AND LONDON. INCREASING ILLNESS 
AND RETURN TO WALSALL: 1878. 

**But she in the calm depths her way could take. 
Where in bright bowers immortal forms abide. 
Beneath the weltering of the restless tide. " 

The first use Sister Dora made of her freedom 
was to visit some of her nieces, who were spending 
the summer in the Isle of Man. She was in even 
higher spirits than usual, and the only indication 
which her relations observed of any want of strength 
was that she did not walk so far or so fast as they 
had known her to do during former visits to them. 
Bathing in the sea, which had always been one of 
her greatest delights, she still seemed to enjoy, not- 
withstanding her condition. She taught her nieces 
to swim, with great vigour, and played all kinds of 
tricks upon them while they were in the water, sud- 
denly swimming after them, and holding them under 
the waves till they had lost breath. Altogether they 
had never seen her apparently fuller of life and 
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liealth. During this holiday a man in the neigh- 
bourhood had his fingers nearly crushed off by a 
thrashing-machine. Sister Dora, on hearing of the 
accident, went and sewed them up. The man after- 
wards went to show his hand to a surgeon, who 
siaid, "Why, my man, what do you come here for? 
Surely you have already been to a doctor?" The 
man explained that "it was only a lady who did his 
hand up, and he thought he had better have a 
doctor see to it as well." "Humph!" replied the 
doctor; "I should very much like to see that lady. 
Where does she come from?" 

In the autumn she went to Paris to see the 
Exhibition, and especially to study the wonderful 
inventions in the way of surgical appliances and 
operating instruments which were there exhibited. 
She was delighted with all she saw, and she 
abundantly proved, by her keen enjoyment of 
everjrthing new to her, that her freshness of spirit 
had not deserted her. By the end of September 
she was in London, where she intended to study 
Professor Lister's treatment of wounds, with a view 
to the employment of his method in the Walsall 
Hospital. On September the 27th she wrote to a 
friend: "I am busy now with wonderful cases." 
She stayed at a kind of private nursing home in 
Fitzroy Square, where she was permitted to attend 
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Mr. Lister's operations, and to watch his subsequent 
treatment of his patients. 

All this while her own disease was steadily 
gaining ground, making rapid strides, and causing 
her intense suffering, which she found herself no 
longer able to conceal from those about her. The 
cough, which had troubled her for some months 
past, increased so terribly that one of the London 
doctors proposed to examine her chest. She was 
terrified at the sudden prospect of the discovery by 
a stranger of her long-hidden secret; flight seemed 
the only safety, and all unfit as she was, she 
travelled alone to Birmingham to consult her 
former adviser, Mr. Crompton. The hurried journey, 
combined with anxiety, suffering, and distress of 
mind, brought on fatal symptoms, and it was 
thought that she would never leave the hotel at 
Birmingham, whither she had gone, alive. Mr. 
Crompton, who felt a sincere regard and admiration 
for her, and speaks of her self-control, courage, 
and devotion, as having been "more than mortal," 
wished to remove her to his-own house, where he 
hoped she might live for a few days. But she 
steadily declined to go anywhere except to Walsall, 
repeating, "Let me die among my own people." 
The surgeon of the Walsall Hospital was com- 
municated with, and on October the 8th he re- 
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moved Sister Dora to Walsall in his own carriage. 
The committee of the hospital, on hearing of hei; 
serious illness, had engaged a small house for her, 
as the new building was by no means fitted to re- 
ceive her. 

On October the 7th she wrote from Queen's 
Hotel, Birmingham, to a clerg3rman, a very dear 
friend, begging him to come and see her as soon as 
she should return to Walsall. She says: "I wonder 
what you will say when you hear the decree has 
gone forth, 'Sister, put thy house in order, for thou 
shalt die, and not live.' Such has been the verdict 
of the doctors; such is my own feeling this time. 
I have been laid up here since last Thursday, care- 
fully nursed by strangers. I am going to Walsall; 
if able to be moved, to-morrow. They have taken 
a house for me near the new hospital. Will you, 
if you can, come and see me on Wednesday? . . . 
There is only Moun1> Calvary to climb, by the 
ladder of sickness. I can join in the words of our 
beautiful Prayer-book, 'Render unto Him humble 
thanks for his Fatherly visitation.' ... Do pray, 
dear brother, that, as my pain increases, so may my 
faith and patience. ... I have not had two hours' 
sleep, for four days and nights, but in the midst of 
the fiery furnace there was a form like unto the 

Sister Dora* . 1 6 
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Son of God. ... I am «<?/ to write; this I have ac* 
complished with great difficulty. 

"Yours faithfully, 

"Sister Dora." 

The Walsall doctor was asked to observe ab- 
solute secrecy as to the nature of her disease, and 
a former servant at the hospital, a good-hearted girl, 
but nothing of a nurse, was the only attendant she 
would allow to be about her. Extraordinary to 
relate, not a soul suspected that there was any- 
thing to conceal, and it was commonly supposed in 
Walsall that Sister Dora was dying of consumption. 
The news spread like wildfire, not only in the city, 
but in the surrounding districts, where her veiy 
name was a household word. "Her'U get well," 
was the general conviction; "her never can be going 
to die." The calamity seemed too great, the in- 
congruity between that luxuriance of life and 
apparent health, and the silence and coldness of 
death, too impossible. They had learnt to look 
upon her as a superior being — literally, a strong 
angel, sent especially to befriend them; to whose 
arm they might always cling with confidence and 
safety, and who was not to be touched by the 
ordinary troubles of humanity. The first incredulity 
was succeeded by a kind of blank despair, when, in 
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answer to their heartfelt inquiries, they received the 
answer, "No hope; only a question of time," and 
the door of the little house was besieged by anxious 
inquirers, many of whom went on hoping against hope. 
At first a notion seemed to be encouraged by 
the medical man that she might recover so far as,- 
on a very warm and sunny day, to be able to be 
carried to the door of the new hospital, which was 
fast approaching completion, in order that, with 
her own lips, she might declare the building to be 
open. But soon even this hope vanished, and from 
the time that she took up her abode in the little 
hired house, she never left her bed. Her sufferings 
increased daily, and she soon ceased to be able to 
take any solid food, as incessant sickness and con- 
sequent terrible exhaustion set in. The nights were 
worse than the days; she could only obtain sleep 
by means of opiates, the strength of which it was 
necessary constantly to increase, until at last none 
of them seemed to have any effect upon her. But 
neither her strength of mind, nor her resolution to 
keep her disease a secret from everybody but her 
doctor, forsook her, and for many weeks she con- 
tinued herself to dress the wound, which was now 
of terrible extent, with only his assistance. She 
would not allow any one to send for the members 

of her own family, not even for her sisters and 
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nieces, who would any or all of them gladly have 
come to nurse her, and this because of the fixed 
determination that, until her death, no one should 
know of her real condition. Her old servant, 
Mrs. H , who was in service in the neighbour- 
hood, was allowed by her employers to nurse her 
dear Sister Dora during the night, alternately with 
two other of the night-nurses who had been em- 
ployed at the hospital. To Mrs. H , Sister 

Dora was obliged to reveal the true nature of her 
disease, for, as her weakness increased, she was 
forced to submit to have her wound dressed when 
the doctor was not available. 

It is difficult to give a reason for what appears 
an almost senseless and useless mystery on her 
part, and there was a wilfulness about her deter- 
mination which it seemed that neither her own 
lonely agony, nor the distress which she must have 
known she was causing the members of her own 
family, could shake. Her own sisters even, were 
not aware at first that her illness was at all serious, 
but as soon as they heard how much worse she had 
become, two of them went at once to Walsall. They 
stayed a week there, and then, as Sister Dora, from 
her almost frantic desire for the concealment of her 
complaint, would not allow them to nurse her, they 
sorrowfully took leave^ of her. 
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She told her doctors that she would not give 
people a handle for saying that she had killed 
herself by her mode of Ufe, or, as ignorant persons 
always will believe to be possible, that she had 
"caught" cancer from some of her patients. But 
the spirit within her was not altered, and those 
who knew her well, cannot help seeing in her, on 
her death-bed, the same proud and wilful reticence, 
the same determined following of her own way at 
all costs, which marked her character so strongly 
during the days of health and strength. She had 
never in her Ufe given way to physical suffering, 
but had tried always to act as if, for her, it did not 
exist. In this part of her nature, good and evil 
were strangely mixed; it is impossible for any human 
observer to separate them, nor can it be necessary 
to do so. 

The following short note was dictated to her 
lawyer, in whose hands she had always placed the 
management of her money affairs, on one of the 
early days of October: — 

"DfiAR Mr. Slater, 

"The enclosed account of the carriage is come; 

will you kindly send a cheque for the amount to 

my brother-in-law, as I am too ill to see to it myself? 

The cold waters of death are fast closing around 
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some patient Be very full of the glad tidings, 
and you will tell others. You cannot give what 
you have not got. Do not go in so much for train- 
ing as for experience. I assure you I was un- 
learning every year what I 'learnt the last My 

love to Miss . I know not where she is, or I 

would write to her. My heart is so full of thank- 
fulness for the Good Shepherd's tender care and 
love towards me. . . . Oh, my dear, the peace does 
indeed pass all understanding. I have so longed 
to go home. ... I am so happy. I have got such 
a dear home, loving nurses, anxious fnends, and 
oh, such luxuries! I wish I could share my good 
things with other sick ones, my illness seems so 
nice. It is hopeless (I use that word merely techni- 
cally), so they don't tease me with medicines and 
remedies, and there is no fluctuation of hopes and 
fears. I have not a care; it is all sunshine. God 
has taken away the fear of death, and all sorrow 
at parting with life. I can enjoy readings, etc., 
and have not so much pain. I am so glad to be at 
Walsall amongst all I love. My room is almost 
a garden of flowers — and oh, the grapes! they 
would flU a vinery. I should like to see your dear 
father. I am so glad I had that delightful little 

peep of you in the summer. Give love to A . 

I did intend calling upon her when in toyra, but 
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had not the time. I had the privilege of seeing 
Mr. Lister do some wonderful operations. Give 
your dear mother some loving message; also dear 

S and A . And now, dear, an awful sharp 

pain in the chest makes me drop my pen, so I can 
only add much love, and may God bless your work, 
and have you in His holy keeping. So prays your 
loving friend, 

"Sister Dora." 

The joy and peace so abundantly expressed in 
this letter were succeeded by great depression, and 
what may even be called "a horrible dread" of 
the King of terrors seemed to overwhelm her. "I 
cannot pray, I cannot think; I sadly fear I shall be 
lost. I can only trust." Her strong, living faith 
in a personal Saviour, carried her through even 
these deep waters, but she never regained her first 
hopeful, thankful spirit. She clung rather, like a 
drowning man, to One stronger than herself, and it 
seemed to those around her as if the discipline of 
a whole lifetime was being compressed into those 
last few weeks. Her bodily sufferings increased, 
till all her proud nature gave way, and she con- 
fessed that they were torture. "But," she would 
add, "I want it all; the more I suffer, the more I 
feel I. need it. I am in God's hands now." She 
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desired that a large crucifix might be placed on the 
wall exactly opposite her bed, and on this her eyes 
were constantly fixed, although she said once to a 
fiiend, "I feel sometimes I dare not look there. I 
cannot bear the sight of His sufferings; my own 
sink into nothing by the side of them; and yet I am 
so impatient." 

Her one remaining earthly anxiety, was to find 
a successor to herself, who would undertake the 
organization and working of the new hospital, and 
whom she might see before she died. While the 
committee were trying in vain to find any one 
willing or fit to take such a post, an old fiiend 
and fellow-worker of Sister Dora was at the new 
building, preparing it to the best of her power, for 
the speedy reception of patients; and another fiiend, 
a former lady-pupil of her own, promised temporarily 
to take charge of the nursing department, after the 
opening, until a permanent head could be obtained. 
She was thus relieved fix)m immediate anxiety, 
and on November the 4th the new building was de- 
clared by the Mayor to be open "in the name of 
Sister Dora." 

The ceremony, which was extremely simple, was 
a sad and solemn one to every soul present, and 
during the short prayers which were read in the 
lobby of the hospital, many tears were shed. The 
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Mayor^s short address was touching from its 
simplicity, and from the good taste and feeling 
ivith which he spoke, in a trembling voice, of the 
** grief and sorrow too deep for words" which all 
present carried in their hearts for that "dear lady" 
who could never bless their new hospital with her 
presence. Her childlike pleasure in little things 
did not, even to the last, forsake her, for she ex- 
pressed delight at an ornamental silvered key, in 
a velvet case, which had been sent her by the 
hospital committee, with a request that she would 
herself, if she felt able, give it into the hands of 
the Mayor, and thus empower him to open the new 
building, in her name. She received many visitors 
on that day. Among them were the Mayor, many 
members of the hospital committee, and Lady 
Hatherton; indeed, she made it a general rule to 
refuse admission to no one who desired to see her, 
if by an exercise of self-control she could speak to 
them. 

Whenever she rallied from extreme weakness so 
as to be able to recognize her friends, and to talk 
like herself, she began to make her accustomed 
jokes; and so strong was this habit that many of 
her old patients, who of course did not know of 
her mortal complaint, still declared that she was 
^that cheerful and jolly, that they were sure she 
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would come round." Sometimes her visitors, as 
they were waiting in the little adjoining room, could 
hear her groaning in agony, and praying aloud for 
patience; and yet a minute or two afterwards, when 
she had summoned them, she would receive them 
with outstretched hands, and a face beaming with 
smiles, and would ask them about their own 
concerns, showing all her old vivid interest and 
sympathy in her friends' affairs. On her best da3rs, 
as she called them, she was exactly her old self, 
keeping her ordinary visitors in constant laughter, 
and sending them away in a maze of astonishment 
at the vivacity which pain and disease entirely 
failed to quench. Those with whom she was on 
more intimate terms, although they were indeed 
surprised at the lively interest which she still kept 
up, not only in matters connected with the hospital, 
but in public affairs, saw better — how often under 
jokes and laughter were hidden pain of body and 
accompanying distress of mind. She now welcomed 
human support and sympathy, without which 
she had proudly passed her life. Sometimes she 
could not bear to be left alone at night for a 
moment, and when, owing to the severity of her 
suffering, she could no longer pray for herself, she 
would urge upon her nurse that she should pray 
unceasingly, aloud by her bedside. "I am not half 
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SO good or* so patient as many of those I have 
nursed," she would cry out. 

Those who nursed her during the nights say she 
spent the greater part of them in praying aloud, or 
in regretting all that she had left undone. One of 
her nurses tried to comfort her by saying, "Why, 
Sister, only think of all the good you have done to 
us poor folk. It was through you I first learnt to 
pray; what should I have been without you?" With 
a gesture almost of despair Sister Dora answered, 
"2><?«7 talk of what I have done; I have never done 
half what I might. I am not nearly so good as you 

are, Mrs. R ." Sometimes she was possessed 

with a longing to go back to her old life, but this 
was rare; usually she was contented to lie and hear 
minute details, from the ladies who were nursing in 
the new hospital, about the patients who were be- 
ginning to fill it. From her lips they took down the 
orders for all the necessary details of china, linen, 
etc., with which the institution was as yet unfurnished. 
One of the nurses told her that a man with a broken 
back had been brought in. "Then," she said, "look 
here, and I will show you how to move him in bed," 
quickly doubling up a corner of her sheet, and laying 
her finger in it to represent the helpless patient, as 
in her short, concise, professional manner she taught 
how it might be done, without hiuting the injured 
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back. Another day she had the apparatus for the 
treatment of wounds after Mr. Lister's principle^ laid 
upon her bed, and with the doctor went eagerly into 
its working, impressing upon him her strong desire 
that the method should be employed, as soon as 
possible, at Walsall Hospital. 
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CHAPTER X. 
LAST DAYS AND DEATH: 1 878. 

** Angels, thy old friends there shall greet thee, 
Glad at their own home now to meet thee, 
All thy good works which went before, 
And waited for thee at the door. 
Shall own thee there; and all in one 
Weave a constellation 

Of crowns, with which the King, thy spouse. 
Shall build up thy triumphant brows. " 

Towards the end of November she grew suddenly 
much worse, and appeared, to the relief of all who 
watched her, to be dying; but again, to the amaze- 
ment of her doctor, her strong vitality asserted itself, 
and she rallied, coming back painfully, to ever- 
increasing torture. 

She wrote, on November the 27th, to a friend, 
after thanking for flowers which had been sent her: 
"My cough is terrible; it will not cease, and I am 
so troubled with sickness. ... Do pray for me, 
dearest, that I may have patience to endure unto 
the end whatever He shall lay upon me, and that, 



256 SISTER BORA* 

when I pass through the dark Valley, He may fold 
me in His arms. Write to me when you can, for I 
do like a letter, to feel that I am not cut off firom 
the outer world." Again, on November the 30th: 
"How can I thank you for the sweet, loving letters 
which find their way so continually to cheer my 
sick-bed! And they do cheer it, for they speak of 
such true heart-sympathy, entering into, and think- 
ing of, all my pains and sufferings. Pray that my 
patience may not fail. . . . My nights are most 
distressing, owing to the cough, and now I care for 
nothing except water, which is my one cry all day 
long; so I think I cannot live long upon that. God 
bless you, dearest. 

"Your loving 

"Sister Dora." 



The doctor relates how, when he first brought 
her back to Walsall, she said to him, after he had 
examined her, exactly as if she had been asking 
his opinion upon some one else, "Well, doctor, how 
long do you give me?" He replied, gravely, "I give 
you a fortnight." When the appointed time was 
over. Sister Dora's eyes used to dance with all their 
old brightness as he entered her room. "Well, and 
what do you say now, eh?" she inquired; and as the 
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days passed, and still she lived on, her enjoyment 
of his mistake became keener, and it seemed really 
to afford her delight that she had, as she expressed 
it, <'done the doctor i^ain!" When she actually 
came out, from what had seemed to* be the Valley 
of the Shadow of Death itself, she tormented him 
unmercifully every time he appeared, rallying him on 
his ''valuable opinion," until he was at his wits' end, 
and could only reply, "You are an exception to 
every rule." 

Sometimes she would begin to recall humorous 
incidents in her life, laughing heartily, but always 
bringing on a terrible fit of coughing. "Who would 
think," she said to a clergyman who was sitting by 
her on one of these occasions, "that I was on my 
death-bed!" He replied incredulously, "Are you 
sure you are, Sister?" "Unless God works a miracle 
for me," she answered. To this same friend she re- 
m^ked, "If I went back to teach patients again, I 
should dwell more than ever, on the necessity of 
building our hopes on Jesus only." 

This clergyman writes, speaking of his visits to 
her in her last illness: "On two occasions she put 
a word in my mouth. One Sunday afternoon she 
*a£ked me what my evening sermon was to be about. 

Sisiir Dora, 17 
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I told her. She said, 'Tell them to work while it 
is called to-day, for the night cometh, when no man 
can work.' It was the day when the annual col- 
lections were made for the Cottage Hospital, and in 
the course of my appeal on its behalf, I gave her 
message. The other occasion was a Sunday evening, 
when all the cabmen in the town had promised, at 
Sister Dora's request, to attend our mission-room 
service. Before evening service, I was with her, 
and she said, 'Oh, speak to them on this text, 
"What think ye of Christ?" Make it ring in their 
ears.' 

"They all came except two, who were unavoidably 
away on duty, and I preached from the text sug- 
gested. She had great sympathy with 'poor cabby/ 
Every year she used to give them all some small 
present — a warm muffler, a pair of driving-gloves, 
or something of the kind. Before her illness, she 
had ordered about thirty pairs of warmly lined 
gloves, intending them for a Christmas box; but 
when it became evident that she would scarcely live 
till Christmas, she asked me to call the men together 
and present the gloves, with a few words from 
her. They were much affected, and in their 
tough but hearty way tried to express their feel- 
ings, giving me messages of affection to convey to 
her, and in every way showing their sorrow at the 
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thougiit that she would never be amongst them 
again." 

On December the 6th, Sister Dora's last anxiety 
for her beloved hospital was set at rest by the 
arrival of a lady, Sister Ellen, a complete stranger 
to her, who had offered voluntarily to undertake the 
work of nursing there; and from the first moment of 
their meeting, a confidence was established between 
the two women, which proved an unexpected 
blessing to both of them. Sister Ellen, who had not 
a great many patients in the hospital, devoted her- 
self to nursing Sister Dora, who had now become 
entirely helpless, and who had not hitherto known 
the comfort of really skilled nursing. "Oh," she 
exclaimed, as she was moved and lifted into a fresh 
position, after having her wound dressed by her 
new nurse, "if my patients can only be nursed like 
this I shall be more than satisfied." 

She was scarcely ever without a visitor during 
the day, and often the little parlour adjoining her 
bedroom was full of people waiting to be admitted. 
Her unselfishness in this respect was remarkable, 
and many friends, high and low, rich and poor 
alike, have cause to be grateful for the example of 
her death-bed. One who was constantly with her, 
writes: — 

17* 
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"I shall never forget the unselfishness, brightness, 
and patience, with which she bore her long trial 
Often, when she was suffering so much that I was 
afraid to do anything but watch her silently, she 
would ask some question about my home concerns, 
and go on talking of them with as much interest as 
though she were perfectly free from pain. One 
of her greatest pleasures was reading letters from 
her friends, and dictating answers to them, in which 
she would make as little as she truthfully could of 
her own sufferings, and show the liveliest interest 
in any little thing that concerned her friends. Her 
sufferings were sad to see; but even when she was 
moaning with pain, which, she said, was like the 
cutting of a knife, she would go on dictating, as 
best she could, between her moans. At other times 
she was so drowsy that she would fall asleep before 
the letter was finished, or while I was reading to 
her; this distressed her even more than the pain, 
and she would beg me most earnestly to keep her 
awake. I do not think she had the times of ex- 
treme happiness which some pec^le have felt when 
near death, for she said, *The suffering is so real, 
so present, 1 seem scarcely able to think of the 
future happiness.' . . , Her sorrow was, that she 
could not realize God's presence more, and her fear 
was, lest she should seem impatient She.sp(dE:ie 
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most decidedly against the idea that we need any 
oote to go between the soul and Christ, and I shall 
never forget her bright, beautiful smile as she 
listened to the words, *He that believeth on Me 
liath everlasting life,' saying, with the deepest 
earnestness, 'That is just what I want/ ... I feel 
tliat I cannot give you any true idea of those last 
hours that I spent with her, or of the vivid re- 
membrance I have of her, as her brave and loving 
spirit waited for the moment when God would 
call her to the full, unclouded daylight of eternity, 
into the dawn of whidi she seemed already to have 
entered." 

The testimony of this friend is valuable, for it 
shows that although Sister Dora during the latter 
years of her life felt her need of, and occasionally 
resorted to, that confession of sins to a human being, 
which the Church of England sanctions but does not 
encourage, the simplicity of her faith remained un- 
alterably clear. 

A rumour was circulated after Sister Dora's 
death, in Walsall, and indeed throughout Stafford- 
shire, that she became a Roman Catholic on her 
death-bed, and that she was then baptized into 
communion with that Church. 

It is sufficient to say here, that such a report is 
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untrue, and that she received the sacrament of the 
Lord's Supper from the hands of a clergyman of the 
Church of England, more than once, after the date 
of the visit of a Roman Catholic priest, with whom 
she had been acquainted in former years, and firom 
whose visit to her on her death-bed the report most 
probably originated. 

Since the first edition of this book was published, 
this gentleman, in a letter published in the second 
edition of the biography, as well as the Roman 
Catholic priest at Walsall, in a letter printed in a 
local paper, have both admitted that Sister Dora 
never became a member of the Roman Catholic 
Church, 

During the last three weeks of her life, the 
course of circulation in her right arm became im- 
peded, and consequently the arm and hand swelled 
to a painful extent. As she lay, or rather sat, 
propped up with pillows — for otherwise she could 
not breathe — her swollen arm supported on a 
cushion, she seemed to have regained her youthful 
loveliness of form and colouring, with additional 
beauty of expression. The only sign of age about 
her was her hair, which during the last two years 
had become sprinkled with white, and her face 
scarcely bore a sign of the constant severe suffering 
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which she endured.* Just as with her patients, so 
now with herself, she had nicknames of her own 
invention for her different nurses, and not only for 
theniy but for her bottles and dressings, and even 
for her sponges and towels. Her swollen arm she 
always called "Sir Roger," sometimes even making 
jokes about it during the painful moving and ad- 
justing of the cushion underneath it But some- 
times, the melancholy view of her condition seemed 
suddenly to strike her, and she would say, "Oh, 
Sister Ellen, isn't it a pity that I should be like 
this?" and then again she would reproach herself, 
and pray for patience. Her old night-nurse, Mrs. 

R , with whom she had passed many happy 

nights, as she expressed it, in the hospital, seemed 
to be a great comfort to her when, in her constant 
fits of extreme depression, she could not realize the 
presence of her Saviour. 

The last time she displayed a vivid interest in 
public concerns was on the occasion of the much- 
lamented death of the Grand-Duchess of Hesse. 



♦ Sister Dora, in addition to her other complaint, suffered 
from consolidation of the right lung, probably due to malignant 
disease of the glands about the root of the lung. This state of 
things produced a condition similar to phthisis, and accounts for 
the impeded respiration and distressing cough from which she 
suffered so severely at the last 
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She desired to have the whole account of the ill- 
ness, and the course of the disease, described to 
her, and expressed her deep personal sympathy 
with the grief of the Queen. To all her friends, 
and to many of her old patients, she gave, with her 
own hand, small remembrances of herself: to one 
a book, to another her thimble, to a third the 
chains which always hung at her waist, holding 
scissors, knife, etc. To most of these friends she 
gave also precious counsels, or words of warning, 
which will sound in their ears till they, too, lie 
upon their death-beds. 

On Saturday, December the 21st, it became evi- 
dent that the end was really drawing near, and Mrs. 

H r came, determined not to leave her dear 

mistress until all was over. Sister Dora^s dep^e^ 
sion now seemed greater than before, and a dread, 
amounting to horror, of the last pangs of death came 
upon her. She had extracted from the doctor, with 
some difficulty, his opinion that the end would 
probably come during one of her fits of coughing. 
These were now almost incessant, and the thought 
of death during one of these paroxysms seemed to 
cause her anxious terror. At times all was loneli- 
ness and darkness; but still the faith in which her 
life had been passed stood her in such good stead 
that one of her nurses, who had i^ratched maqr 
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death*beds, testified, "I never saw such faith and 

patience." Mrs. H said to her, **Why, Sister, 

think how many friends you are going to;" and this 
idea of a welcome from those souls whom she had 
herself led to God, comforted her not a little. She 
repeatedly said, "Oh, I hope I shall sing my 
Christmas carol in heaven;" but as each day 
passed, her hope of release before Christmas Day 
grew fainter. On Monday night the pain became 
terrible, and early on Tuesday morning, December 
the 24th, she said, "I am dying; run for Sister 

Ellen." Meanwhile, Mrs. H tried to soothe her, 

saying, "Our Blessed Lord is standing at the gates 
of heaven to open them for you." But she no longer 
needed such consolation, for all her darkness was 
gone, and she answered, "I see Him there; the 

gates are opened wide." Mrs. H 's thoughts (as 

she afterwards said) turned involuntarily to the 
little girl d3ring of her bums, and she wondered 
if the child would also be at the gates with her 
bunch of flowers. When all human efforts for her 
relief had been exhausted, she said, as they stood 
watching her, "I have lived alone, let me die 
alone," repeating "let me die alone," till they were 
forced to leave her, one friend only watching 
through the half-open door. For some hours she 
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lived on. All pain seemed to have left her; and 
about two p.m. the anxious watcher only knew, by 
a slight change of position, that Sister Dora's life 
was gone. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

funeral: 1878. 

**No true crown of honour can be given 
Until we place it on a funeral bier. " 

The first feeling in Walsall was one of relief 
that the eleven weeks of pain were over; and as 
soon as Sister Dora's death was known, the bells of 
St. Matthew's Church rang a muffled peal, and on 
every evening during that week the peal was re- 
peated. The door of the house was thronged by 
people, urgently desiring to be allowed to look their 
last upon "Sister's" face. But the same answer 
was given to everybody — that strict orders had been 
left by herself, that nobody should be admitted to 
her room after her death, except the doctor and her 

old friend and servant Mrs. H , in whose charge, 

under the lawyer, everything was left. Great was 
the disappointment of many, whose feeling for their 
dead friend amounted to a passionate personal at- 
tachment; but no one disputed the wisdom of the 



I 
\ 



268 SISTER DORA. 

decision, which was doubtless designed mainly 
to save her nurses from needless distress and 
labour. 

A special meeting of the hospital committee was 
immediately held, at which Sister Dora's lawyer 
and sole executor explained that she had desired 
him to arrange that her fimeral should be as plainly 
and quietly conducted as possible, without scarves, 
hatbands, or trappings of any kind, while it was 
her strong desire that, if it were possible, she should 
be carried to her grave by some of the railway 
servants whom she had nursed. As socMi as this 
wish was made known, eighteen men volimteeied to 
be her bearers. 

On Saturday, December the 28th, at two o'clock 
in the afternoon, a strangely mixed procession ac- 
companied the body of Sister Dora to its last rest- 
ing-place. Her brother, Mr. Frank Pattison, her 
executOT, representatives of all the church choirs in 
the city, the physicians and surgeons, the clergy 
and ministers of all denominations, not only from 
Walsall, but from the surrounding districts, and from 
the cathedral city; Bishop John Sehvyn, and Bishop 
Abraham (both personal friends of Sister Dora), the 
hospital committee, a representative of the member 
for Walsall, the Mayor and Corporation^ the gover- 
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hors of the Grammar School, the Poor-Law Guar- 
dians, the School Board, the members of young 
men's and friendly societies; all anxious to pay a 
last token of respect and affection, walked for a 
mile, through half-melted snow, and occasional 
drizzling rain. But these formed only a very small 
part of the procession. It was joined by literally 
hundreds of old patients, some rushing out of the 
hospital grounds, where they had been waiting, others 
joining in the procession on its road, until at length 
almost the whole population of Walsall seemed to 
be moving towards the outskirts of the town. There 
was scarcely a house of which the blinds or the 
shutters were not closed along the whole of the way 
to the cemetery, and as carts and waggons stopped 
to let the silent crowds pass, rough drivers were 
iseen to pull off their caps, and to turn and gaze 
after the coffin, with tears streaming down their 
cheeks. Long before the time appointed for the 
funeral a dense mass, growing larger and larger as 
the hour drew nearer, had been quietly collecting 
in the open space in front of the hospital. As soon 
as the procession had passed its standing-place, 
this crowd rushed across the line of railway, taking 
a short cut to the gate of the cemetery. ITiere it 
patiently waited for about two hours; the dense 
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crowds accompanying the funeral train, orderly and 
reverent as they were, rendering progress necessarily 
very slow. 

Those who waited during those two hours in 
the little cemetery chapel, will not soon forget the 
sight which met their eyes, as the procession wound 
up the path towards them, the coffin so surroimded 
by the white robes of the large body of clergy and 
choristers that it was scarcely visible; while, mingled 
with the sounds of one of Sister Dora's favourite. 
h)anns, came the subdued rush and hum of the 
enormous crowd. A short struggle with the police 
had ended in complete victory on the part of the 
people, who justly considered that they had as good 
a right to be present at the funeral as the repre- 
sentatives of the upper classes. They flocked into 
the graveyard, pressing round the now uncovered 
coffin, anxiously gazing at the simple words — 
"Sister Dora: Entered into rest, 24th December, 
1878." Hundreds of the poor, the maimed, the 
halt, and the blind, were there; and miserable, 
ragged women, as well as half-starved children, with 
the marks of real grief and distress on their faces^ 
had 'walked long distances to say good-bye to the 
best friend they had ever known. 

By a curious coincidence, and owing probably 
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to the delay caused by the passage of so large a 
throng of people through the streets, no less than 
four funerals from the workhouse came up, just be- 
fore Sister Dora's body arrived at the little chapel. 
No room was left for her cofhn inside the crowded 
building, and it was therefore placed in the porch, 
i;<rhile the service was read over all five at once. 
-"Just as Sister Dora herself would have wished — 
not to be divided, even in death, from the poor 
people she loved so well," remarked one of her 
nurses who was in the chapel; and in remembrance 
of her, and for her sake, some of the beautiful 
flowers intended for her grave, were placed by her 
frriends on the coffins of these unknown paupers. 
Nothing could be more reverent and orderly than 
the behaviour of these dense masses, belonging to 
the lowest grade of society. As the coffin was 
moved to the grave, and all pressed to follow it, a 
murmur arose amongst the crowd of, "Hats off," 
and in a moment every man's head was uncovered. 
The lady in charge of the hospital, and another 
nurse, found that a way was at once made for them 
to the foot of the grave, the people pulling each 
other aside, saying, "Those are the Sisters; let 
them pass." As soon as the service was over, these 
crowds dispersed as quietly as they had collected, 
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many of diem first taking a long Last look into the 
open grave* 

It is curious, and worth recording, that amongst 
all the proposed monuments to the memory of 
Sister Dora, the working members of the population 
most desire to raise a statue in her honour. They 
wish her to live, not only in their hearts, whare no 
memorial of her, indeed, is needed; but in the 
minds, and befc^e the eyes, of their children and 
children's children. In the recollection of her life 
among them they feel a pride, which makes them 
all ready to echo the words of one of the railway 
servants, when he was asked why he thought her 
monument ought to be a statue. "Why, nobody 
knows better than I do that we shan't foiget her — 
no danger of that; but / want her to be there, so 
that when strangers come to the place and see her 
standing up, they shall ask us 'Who's that?' and 
then we shall say, * WAa's thai? Why, that's omr 
Sister Dora.' " 



The following account, written by a Noncon* 
formist Minister, a friend of Sister Dora, is a 
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valuable testimony to the appreciation in which she 
was held by those who differed materially from her 
in religious matters, and it will fitly close this memoir. 
"In trying to recall the facts of the fifteen years 
of our relation with Sister Dora, I am struck with 
the exceeding dimness of memory in all which con- 
cerns the first two or three years of her useful life 
amongst us. So quietly she came, and so gradually 
she grew in our esteem, that the steps of the pro- 
gress are as completely lost as are those of nature, 
from winter, through spring, into summer, or the 
growth of day from the darkness of night. There 
is nothing left of the first impression of her ap- 
pearance, nothing of her manners, nothing of preju- 
dice any way, and certainly nothing of a prophecy 
oi how great and good she would become, and how 
deeply we should lament her loss. At the same 
time, the memory is very vivid as to our great 
trouble and anxiety about our hospital, and how 
confused its interests had become, when she dawned 
upon the scene. Yet, about three years after, at the 
annual meeting of subscribers, when a gentleman of 
the committee arose in due form to propose a vote 
of thanks to Sister Dora, he expressed the feeling 
of all present by describing her as *Our Pandora,' 
unto whom the great God had given all the pre- 

SisUr Dora, iS 
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cious gifts, besides an infinite hope, and 'without 
the mischiefs/ In fact, at this distance of time one 
is impressed with how entirely spiritual was her 
relation to us, from the moment of her advent to 
the moment she was taken from us. Many times 
it was remarked amongst us that she had , by her 
life, elevated that word 'Sister' into a meaning 
loftier than it ever had before sounded in our ex- 
perience, though already one of the sweetest and | 
holiest we have in our language; and, as regards j 
religion, it was said at a public meeting, at a time 
when doubts hung about the minds of many good 
people, that she had given new evidence of the 
'sublime possibilities of Christianity/ 

"Perhaps the first element of her character 
which made itself felt, and certainly the one of 
most value to us at the time, was her great hope- 
fulness. This glowed in her, as was said of a great 
historic character, 'like a pillar of fire;' it did so 
in the first and darkest hour, and did so every 
hour unto the end. This light and warmth never 
paled. It was so healthy, too; not as of 'hope 
against hope,' but the hope of a sound pure nature 
doing the work of God. The firm, calm, clear ring 
of her voice made doubt or despondency impossible 
in her presence. 
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"This suggests the fine character of her intellect, 
mainly as adapted to her especial work and mission 
— a quality which must always command respect 
and obedience, especially when crowned by divine 
principle. She never, to us, appeared to misunder- 
stand or mistake. It was never caught sleeping or 
taken by surprise. Not even her great tenderness 
seemed ever to bend her judgment from the truth — 
neither in opinion nor practice. It is remembered, 
how one day a committee-man was about to carry 
a poor wounded fellow from a cart, which had 
brought him to the hospital, thinking him incapable 
of self-movement She, in her prompt and cheery 
way, said, 'He can walk into the house himself; let 
him try — let him try.' So true was her intellect, 
that for the time every one seemed obliged to be 
true in her presence; hence very few even attempted 
to deceive her, and those few scarcely ventured on 
the experiment a second time. One of the few who 
did thus venture was an Irishman, and some there 
are who could almost forgive the poor fellow, con- 
sidering how strong was the inclination; and of such 
an opinion seemed Sister Dora herself, who told the 
anecdote with much humour. 

"Having, as she said, retired for the night, feel- 
ing very comfortable at the good order she had 

i8» 
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found, and lefl all within her charge, and being 
about to surrender herself to sweet sleep, she sud- 
denly became convinced that she smelt the smoke 
of tobacco. This was contrary to the rules, besides 
an attempt to deceive, and a clear act pf insub- 
ordination, and insufferable. Directed by the offend- 
ing smell, she made her way to the ward, and, to 
her surprise, found it in total darkness. To her 
question as to the cause of this change, Patrick, who 
lay near the door, readily replied, *And may it | 
please you, Sister Dora, but it was a butterfly, foe 
it came, you see, buz, buz, whiz, whiz, all about the 
room, and shure enough, it banged into the flame 
and out went the light' * What a wonderful butterfly I' 
said the Sister; 'and out so late at night, toa Be- 
sides, Patrick, how did it manage to turn off the 
gas? Oh, you naughty man, you have been trying 
to deceive/ The light being restored, she put bun 
to that kind of examination whi^b is so terrible to 
clever offenders: 'Now, Patrick, what have you got 
there under the clothes? Let me s?e/ Then most 
unwillingly did Pat, as one entirely baffled, and not 
more than half penitent, draw forth his pipe, still 
alight — his wife had brought it that aftemocm, duly 
filled, as the most acceptable present she could 
devise, and manifesting more love to her husband 
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than regard for the rules of the establishment. Then 
sadly, and with much seeming penitence, surrender- 
ing his unlawful pipe, he said, *Shure, it is nobody 
that can deceive you, Sister, and it is myself that 
will never try again/ 

** Another night, and very late, a countryman of 
Pat's was brought to the hospital with his face much 
cut and bleeding. 'How is this?' she demanded. 
*Well, please you. Sister, I was passing along the 
street, you see, as peaceable as any lamb, when the 
wall hit me right over the face and nose all in a 
moment, before I had time to recover myself, you 
see.' *Yes, Mike, I see,' she said; 'but answer me 
this: Was it not the beer that made the wall move 
so wonderfully? — for the same wall is very quiet 
and civil to me, as a wall should be, and to thou- 
sands besides. But you have been drinking, Mike, 
and that spoils everything and everybody.* *And 
shure you are the lady that is right — the worse 
luck!' said the culprit; *and it is meself that knows 
that there is no keeping anything from you.' Mike 
was right, within the practical sphere of her mission. 
Her intellect was of that kind which gave her su- 
preme command over the class she had daily to con- 
tend with. Yet of that power she seemed scarcely 
conscious, and she seemed iather to rely upon truth 
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and kindness; and hence her shrewdness had a sim- 
plicity, openness, and daylight clearness and direct- 
ness, which took every one off their guard, and gave 
a charm to her most righteous inquisitions, A work- 
ing man came to her with an injured eye — injured 
in his work. She was able to give him almost in- 
stant relief. The poor fellow went amongst his 
fellows full of wonder, not only, as he said, because 
she had taken something offensive from his eye, but 
that she was able to tell that he was by trade a 
bricklayer. It was this evidence of what appeared 
to him sharpness of intellect that filled his mouth 
with her praises, which he continued to narrate for 
some time, and caused a stir amongst his fellows. 
On asking Sister Dora about this a few da)rs after- 
wards, she replied, *Well, was there an3^hing wonder- 
ful in that? Anybody could tell, by the state of his 
dress and the smell of mortar, that he was a brick- 
layer or something of the kind; besides, it was a 
piece of brick which I took from his eye. Nothing 
wonderful in that.' Just so; but others, and of the 
bricklaying order, did make a wonder of it and 
things of like shrewdness; and although she never 
sought power by such means, yet her influence and 
usefulness owed much thereto. 

"This intellectual superiority and force of cha- 
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xacter was often tried in the earlier days of the 
liospital. The humanity was rude, full fed, and 
passionate as an untamed animal, and many a 
struggle she had with the big fellows impatient 
and maddened with pain; but she always con- 
quered. 

"It was the fineness of her intellect which so 
tempered her love and kept her whole life at such 
an even balance between justice and mercy. Many 
good people are weak and unreasonable in their 
goodness, and are unhappily disposed to 'twaddle' 
in talk, and to * coddle' the poor and afflicted. She 
was always as healthy as the breath of morning, 
especially to children, whom she loved, if possible, 
more than any besides. These she would often 
nurse and carry about, but would never indulge 
their mere whims; she could love them without 
spoiling them. Healthy of soul herself, her every 
influence tended to the promotion of health in all 
around, not only of body, but of health of soul 
also. 

"Committees are generally understood to be dif- 
ficult at times to please and to work with; first, be- 
cause composed of such different elements, and 
then, too, because subject to such constant change. 
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The committee of the Cottage Hospital has been 
no exception to the general rule; rather, in respect 
of the elements of which it has been formed, the 
difficulty has been intensified. 

"The noble object has moved men of every shade 
of politics and every form of religious belief to the 
work, and there have been passages in its history 
not pleasant to remember; but not one of these in 
the remotest degree involved Sister Dora. On the 
contrary, her presence and counsel always brought 
light and peace, and lifted every question into a 
higher sphere. *Ask Sister Dora,' it used to be 
said. 'Had we not better send for Sister Dora?' 
some member would exclaim out of the fog of con- 
tention. Thereupon she would appear; and many 
will remember how calmly, self-possessed, and clear- 
sighted she would stand — never sit down. Indeed, 
there are those who worked with her fifteen years 
who never saw her seated; she would stand, usually 
with her hand on the back of the chair which had 
been placed for her, every eye directed to her; nor 
was it ever many moments before she had grasped 
the whole question, and given her opinion just as 
clearly, and simply, and straight to the purpose as 
any opinion given to the sufferers in the wards. Nor 
was she ever wrong; nor did she ever fail of her 
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purpose with the committee. No committee-man 
ever questioned or differed from Sister Dora, yet in 
her was the sublime charm of unconsciousness of 
power or superiority, and the impression left was, of 
there being no feeling of pleasure in her, other than 
the triumph of the right. And what is true of the 
relation of the committee as a whole, is true of each 
individual thereof. There was a freedom, frankness, 
close straightforwardness in her bearing, such as 
many never experienced fk>m any lady besides; so 
much so, that a younger member, whose mind was 
full at the time of Greek poetry, said that the way 
she stood and looked you full in the face reminded 
him of a Greek goddess, such as Athena, in her in- 
structions to Ulysses. 

"Perhaps the breadth and soundness of her sym- 
pathy, which seemed a measureless possibility of 
her nature, might be taken as another secret, not 
only of power over human nature, but also of the 
fineness of her intellect. When she inquired after 
your health, or other little incidents of your history, 
it always came with the feeling of entire sincerity; 
the questions were pertinent and discriminative, and 
with the whole force of her being; she seemed wholly 
with you at the time, and would do you all the good 
she could. She once, in her sudden, hearty manner, 
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surprised a gentleman of the committee by saying, 
looking him full in the face, *You have been smok- 
ing;' but it was said with so much sympathy, good- 
ness, and pleasantness, that there was no more irrita- 
tion in the challenge than would be if the sun shone 
out suddenly and made manifest to a wise man the 
fact that his coat was not so respectable as he had 
thought. She equally surprised a member, by teUing 
him she had heard that he was seen riding through 
a village, a little distance away, on a bicycle. The 
impression made was not that of reprobation, but 
rather of intense sympathy; it might, indeed, be 
with the weakness as well as the dangers or freedom 
of the foible. Indeed, all the ways of human kind 
seemed interesting to her, and she loved to observe 
them. 

"The only horse-race the writer ever saw was 
in her company. It was from the hospital upper 
windows. It so happened, that the committee had 
been summoned for the afternoon of these Walsall 
races, but only the writer and the venerable Vicar, 
then Mr. Sharwood, were present; and as no business 
could be done, we stood at the window with Sister 
Dora, and saw the running of some of the horses — 
and more, saw one of the riders thrown, who was 
quickly brought to the hospital, but not before pre- 
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paration had been made for him. She joined the 
spectators one fine summer evening to watch the 
evolutions of a sailor in the lake of the Arboretum, 
'who exhibited in a floating suit of india-rubber. 
She also gave great satisfaction in being present 
at the last Science and Art sotrie, and in the 
interest she showed in the objects exhibited and 
the lectures delivered; so that it might be said of 
her, or rather she might have said for herself, as 
is recorded of Divine Wisdom of old, amongst 
other things, *And my delights were with the sons 
of men.' 

"Thus it was that her nature and life were so 
essentially Christian: first by the clearness and force 
by which she discerned and grasped divine truth on 
its spiritual and eternal side, and which simplified 
and unified her whole being in its central force, and 
then her unutterable love for her fellow-beings. 
Thus her religion was as natural to her, and appro- 
priate, and fresh, and pleasing to all, as the perfume 
or particular colour of the individual flower is to its 
kind. It was not dogmatic, controversial, old or new, 
or denominational. It was delightful to be within 
its influence, but was as impossible to describe as 
the charms of the flowers aforesaid; only it elevated 
the observer into a higher sphere, and this, no matter 
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how remotely the conversation commenced, or with 
what introduction of pleasantry. 

"It was known how well, too, she loved her 
Church; but no Nonconformist ever thought about 
the difference, in the charm of her conversation. 
She seemed to have anticipated that larger fold, 
whose platform is as wide as spirit itself; that city, 
in which no visible temple could be discerned, and 
for which most earnest souls are prajring. Her 
liberality was extraordinary. Thus, she quite dis- 
agreed with some severe remarks made by the 
committee' to a patient who refused, according to 
the rules of the institution, to return thanks publicly 
for his recovery. The man urged conscientious ob- 
jections, and she allowed the plea. 

"But this fine intellect, this noble heart, this 
saintly spirit, this highest type of Christian, has 
suddenly been withdrawn. Her sun has gone down 
whilst it is yet day. Does the law of natural se- 
lection rule with the same imperial force in the in- 
visible world as it is said to do here? Has that 
realm of infinite perfection by necessity drawn the 
most like to itself? We know not; we can only 
wonder and mourn. Yes, we can do one thing more 
— ^we can treasure her memory; and therein it may 
be that her ministry for good may last with us until 
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tioae shall end. At present, we have to add much 
faith to as much reason as we can get, and in the 
experience of many we are surrounded by shadows; 
but even the shadows may be to us now, as they 
were to the saints of ApostoUc teaching, * shadows of 
good things to come/ It is for us, then, to so ob- 
serve the shadows, as to anticipate what is that 
more perfect * image' it is in the heart of the great 
Father to make known to us. 

"And surely the most desirable image to us, is 
that of the most perfect human soul, and quite as 
surely, that image has dwelt and worked amongst us 
in Walsall for fifteen years. That has been our ex- 
traordinary privilege. Not only do we treasure her 
memory, as that of a great and useful worker in the 
cause of suffering humanity, but for the higher reason, 
that we have had in her a style of character more 
sublime than any we had seen before, or in these 
days, perhaps, hardly thought possible. For whilst 
we are ready to admit, how specially she was 
equipped for the kind of work she undertook, 
yet we have all felt how complete was her cha- 
racter on every side, and it is impossible to say 
how great she might have been in other circles of 
activity. 

"Should we be tempted some day to despond of 
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« 

humanity, we will think of her; should we be shaken 
some dark hour concerning the possibilities of 
Christianity, her image will reassure us; should we 
be told, amid scenes of perplexity, that 'religion is 
a disease;' than we can point to her, as to one who 
possessed, at all times, a fulness of joyous life be- 
yond all we had ever known." 



THE END. 
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Notes IV. Oliver Twist IV. The 
Life and Adventures of Nicholas 
Nicklebyav. Sketches i v. The 
Life and Adventures of Martin 
Chuzzlewit 2 v. A Christmas 
Carol; the Chimes; the Cricket 
on the Heartfi I v. Master Hum- 
phrey's Clock (Old Curiosity 
Shop, BamabyRudge, and other 
Tales) 3 V. Pictures from Italy i v. 
The Battle of Life; the Hannted 
Man I V. Dombey and Son 3 v. 
David Copperfield 3 v. Bleak 
House 4 V. A Child's Histoiy 
of England (2 v. 2P M. 2,7a) 
Hard Times x ▼. Little Donit 4 v. 
A Tale of two Cities s v. Hunted 
Down; The Uncommercial Travdier 
X ▼. Great Expectations a v. Chxist- 
mas Stories x ▼. Our Mutual Friend 
4Y. Somebod/s Luggage; Mrs. Lir- 
riper^s Lodgings; Mrs. Lirxtpec^s 
Legacy x ▼. Iktctor Marigold's Pre- 
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scriptions ; Mugby Junction z ▼. No 
Thoroughfare iv. The Mystery of Ed- 
win Droods v. The Mudfog Papers zv. 
Vide Household Words , Noveb and 
Tales, and John Forster. 

Charles Dickens : TheLetters 

of Charles Dickens edited by his Sis- 
ter-in-law and his eldest Daughter 4 V. 

B. Disraeli (Lord Beacons- 

fielcQ: Coningsby z ▼. Sybil z v. 
Contarini Fleming (w. portrait) z v. 
Alroy z ▼. Tancred a v. Venetia a ▼. 
Vivian Grey a ▼. Henrietta Temple 
X V. Lothaur a v. Endjrmion a v. 

W. Hepworth Dixon: Per- 
sonal History of Lord Bacon z ▼. 
The Holy Lamd , a ▼. New America 
2 V. Spiritual \^ves a v. Her Ma- 
jesty's Tower 4 ▼. Free Russia a v. 
History of two Queens 6 ▼. White 
Conquest a ▼. Duma, Lady Lyle a v. 

The Earl and the Doctor: 

South Sea Bubbles z ▼. 

Mrs. Edwardes : Archie Lo- 

vell- 8 V. Steven Lawrence , Yeoman 
a V. Ought we to Visit her? a v. 
A Vagabond Heroine z ▼. Leah: 
A Woman of Fashion a v. A Blue- 
Stoddng z ▼. Jet: Her Face or Her 
Fortune ? z v. Yivtan the Beauty z v. 
A Ballzoom Repentance a v. 

Miss Amelia B. Edwards: 

Barbara's History a ▼. Miss Carew 
2 V. Hand and dove z v. Half a 
MUlion of Money a v. Debenham's 
Vow a V. In the Dajrs of my Youth a v. 
Untrodden Peaks and unfrequented 
Valle3rs z v. Monsieur Maunce z v. 
Black Forest z v. A Poetry-Book of 
^der Poets z ▼. A Thousand Miles up 
the Nile a V. A Poetry-Book of Modem 
Poets z V. Lord Brackenbury a v. 

Miss M Betham-Edwards: 

The Sylvestres z v. Felicia a ▼. 
Brother Gabriel a v. Forestalled z ▼. 
Elxchange no Robbery z v. 

George Eliot : Scenes ofCleri- 

cal Life a v. Adam Bede a v. The 
Mill on the Floss a v. Silas Mamer 
z V. Romola a v. Felix Holt a v. 
Daniel Deronda 4 v. The Lifted Veil 
and Brother Jacob z v. Impressions 
of Theophrastus Such z v. 



Mrs. Elliot: Diary of an Idle 

Woman in Italy a v. Old Court Life 
in France a v. The Italians a v. The 
Diary of an Idle Woman in Sicily z v. 
Pictures of Old Rome z v. 

Essays and Reviews i v. 
Esteile Russell 2 v. 
Expiated 2 v. 
G. M Fenn: The Parson o' 

Dumfordav. TheQerkofPortwickav. 

Fielding : The History of Tom 
Jones a v. 

Five Centuries of the English 

Language and Literature z v. 

A. Forbes: My Experiences of 
the War between France and Germany 
a V. Soldiering and Scribbling z v. 
See also "Dafly News/* War Cor- 
respondence. 

Mrs. Forrester: Viva 2 v. 

Rhona a v. Roy and Viola a v. My 
Lord and My Lady a v. I have Lived 
and Loved a v. 
John Forster: Life of Charles 

Dickens 6 v. Life and Times of Oliver 
Goldsmith a v 

Jessie Fothergill: The First 

Violin a v. Probation a v. Made or 
Marred and "One ofThree"zv. Kith 
and Kin a v. 

"Found Dead," Author of— 
vide James Payn. 

Caroline Fox: Memories of 
Old Friends from her Journals, 
edited by Horace N. Pym 2 v. 

Frank Fairlegh 2 v. 

E. A. Freeman: The Growth 

of the English Constitution zv. Select 
Hbtorical Essays z v. 

Lady G. FuUerton: Ellen 

Middleton z v. Grantley Manor a v. 
Lady^Bird a v. Too Strange not to be 
True a v. Constance Sherwood a v. 
A stormy Life a v. ■ Mrs. Gerald's Niece 
a v. The Notary's Daughter z v. The 
Lilies of the Valley zv. The Countess 
de Bonneval z v. Rose Leblanc z v. 
Seven Stories z v. The Life of Luisa 
de Carvajal z v. A Will and a Way a v. 
Eliane a v. fyide Craven). 
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Mrs. GaskeU: Mary Barton 

X ▼. Rnth a ▼. North and South 
X V. lizzie Leigh x v. The Life of 
Charlotte Bronte a v. Lois the 
Witch X V. Sylvia's Lovers a v. A 
Dark Night's Work x v. Wives 
and Daughters 3 v. Cranford x v. 
Cousin Phillis . and other Tales x v. 

Agnes Gibeme: The Curate's 

Home X v. 

RightHon. W. £. Gladstone: 

Rome and the newest Fashions in 
Religion x v. Bulgarian Horrors; 
Russia in Turldstan i v. The Hel- 
lenic Factor in the Eastern Problem i v. 

Goldsmith: Select Works: 

The Vicar of Wakefield: Poems; 
Dramas (w. portrait) x v. 

Mrs. Gore : Castles in the Air 

I v. The Dean's Daughter a v. Pro- 
gress and Prejudice a v. Mammon a v. 
A Life's Lessons a v. The two Aristo- 
cracies a V. Heckington a v. 

Miss Grant : Victor Lescar 2 v. 

The Stm-Maid a v. My Heart's in 
the Highlands a V. Artiste a v. Prince 
Hugo a V. 

W. A. Baillie Grohman: 

Tyrol and the T3rrolese i v. 

"Guy Livingstone/' Author 

of— Guy Livingstone x v. Sword and 
Gown X V. Barxen Honour x v. Border 
and Bastille x v. Maurice Dering x v. 
Sans Merd a v. Breaking a Butterfly 
a V. Anteros a ▼. Hagarene a v. 

J. Habberton: Helen's Ba- 
bies & Other People's Children x v. 
The Bowsham Puzzle x v. 

Mrs. S. CHall: Can Wrong 

be Right? x v. Marian a v. 

Thomas Hardy: The Hand 

of Ethelherta a v. Far fh>m the Mad- 
ding Crowd a v. The Return of the 
Native a v. The Trumpet-Major a v. 
Al^odiceanav. Two on a Tower a v. 

Agnes Harrison: Martin's 

Vineyard i v. 

BretHarte: Prose and Poetry 

(Tales of^ the Argonauts; Spanish 
and American Legends: Condensed 
Novels ; Civic and Character Sketches; 
Poems) a v. Idyls of the Foothills x v. 



Gabriel Conroy a ▼. TwoMenofSandy 
Bar X V. Thankful Bbssom x ▼. The 
Story of a Biine i v. Drift from Two 
Shores x v. An Heiress of Red Dog x v. 
The Twins of Table Mountain, etc x v. 
Jeff Briggs's Love St(»y, etc. x t. 
Flip, etc. I V. 

SirH.Haveiock, by the Rev. 
W. Brock, I V. 
Nathaniel Hawthorne: The 

Scarlet Letter x v. Transformatioo 
a V. Passages from the EjigUsh Note- 
Books a V. 

"Heir ofRedclyffe,'* Author 
of — vicU Yonge. 

Sir Arthur Helps: Friends in 
Council 2 V. Ivan de Biron 2 t. 

Mrs. Hemans: The Select 

Poetical Works x v. 

Mrs.CashelHoey: A Golden 

Sorrow a v. Oat of Court a v. 

Oliver Wendell Holmes: 

The Autocratof the Breakfiist-Table i t. 

Household Words conducted 
by Ch. Dickens. 1851-56. 36 v. 
Novels and Tales reprinted 
from Households Words by Ch. 
Dickens. 1856-59. 11 v. 

Miss Howard : One Summer xt. 
Aunt Serena x v. 

W. D. Howells : A Foregone 

Conclusion i v. The Lady of the 
Aroostook i v. A Modem Instance 2 v. 
The Undiscovered Country i v. 

Thos- Hughes: Tom Brown's 
School Days i v. 

Jeanlngelow: Off the Skel- 

Ugs 3 V. Poems a v. Fated to be Free 3 t. 
Sarah deBerenger a v. Don John a ▼. 

Washington Irving: Sketch 

Book (w. portrait) x v. Life of Bla- 
homet X v. Successors of Sfahomet 
I V. Oliver Goldsmith i v. Chronicles 
of Wolfert's Roost x v. Life ofGwtgt 
Washington 5 v. 

G. P. R. James: Moriey Em- 
stein (w. portrait) x v. Forest r^ys x t. 
The False Heir XV. Arabella Stuart it. 
Rose d'Albret z v. Airah Nefl x ▼. 
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Agmoourt i ▼. The Smuggler i ▼. 
The Step-Mother a ▼. ^auchamp 
IV. Heidelberg z v. The Gipsy z ▼. 
The Castle of Ehrenstein x ▼. Dam- 
ley z ▼. Russell •▼. The CooTtctav. 
Sir Theodore Broughton a ▼. 

Henry James, Jr.: The 
American 2 v. The Europeans 
I ▼. Daisy Miller i v. Roderick 
Hudson a ▼. The Madonna of the 
Future, etc. x v. Eugene Hckering, 
etc X V. Confidence x v. Washington 
Square a V. The Portrait of a Lady 3 v. 

J.CordyJeafFreson: A Book 
about Doctors 2 v. A Woman in 
Spite of herself 2 ▼. 

A&s.Jenkin: "Who Breaks — 
Pa3rs"iv. Skirmishing I v. Once 
and Again 2 y. Two French 
Marriages 2 y. Within an Ace i v. 
Jupiter's Daughters i v. 

Edward Jenkins: Ginx*s Ba- 
by ; Lord Bantam 2 y. 

"Jennie of *the Prince's/" 
Author of— tnde Mrs. Buxton. 

Douglas Jerrold: The His- 
tory of St. Giles and St. James 2 v. 
Men of Character 2 y. 

"John Halifax/' Author of— 
in'de Mrs. Craik. 

"Johnny Ludlow,'' Author 
oi—vide Mrs. Wood. 

Johnson: The Liyes of the 
English Poets 2 v. 

Emily Jolly : Colonel Dacre 2v. 

"Joshua Davidson, "Author 
of — vide E. Lynn Linton. 

Miss Kavanagh : Nathalie 2 v. 

Daisy Bums a v. Grace Lee a ▼. 
R9chel Gray x v. Adile 3 v. A Sum- 
mer and Wmter in the Two Sicilies a v. 
Seven Years a v. French Women of 
Letters XV. English Women of Letters 
I ▼. Queen Mab a v. Beatrice a y. 
Sybil's Second Love a ▼. Dora a v. 
Silvia a v. Bessie a ▼. John Dorrien 
3v. Two Lilies a V. Forget-me-nots a v. 



Annie Keary: Oldhury 2 y. 
Castle Daly 2 y. 

Kempis: vide Thomas a 
Kempis. 

R. B. Kimball: Saint Leger 

1 V. Romance of Student Life 
abroad I y. Undercurrents I v. 
Was he Successful? i v. To-Day 
in New- York I y. 

A. W. Kinglake : Eothen i v. 
Invasion of the Crimea v. i-io. 

Charles Kingsley: Yeast i v. 
Westward ho ! 2 y. Two Years 
agoav. Hypatiaav. Alton Locke x v. 
Hereward the Wake a v. At Last a v. 

Charles Kingsley: His Letters 

and Memories of his life edited by 
his Wife a v. 

Henry Kingsley: Ravenshoe 

2 V. Austin Elliot I v. The Re- 
collections of Geofiry Hamlyn a v. 
The HiUyars and tbe Burtons a v. 
Leighton Court x v. Valentin x v. 
Oakshott Castle i v. Reginald Hethe- 
rege a v. The Grange Garden a v. 

May Laffan: Flitters, Tatters, 

and the Counsellor, etc. x v. 

Charles Lamb: The Essays of 

Elia and Eliana x v. 

MaryLangdon: Ida May iv. 

"Last of the Cavaliers," 

Author of — Last of the Cavaliers 

2 V. The Gain of a Loss 2 v. 
Holme Lee: vide Miss Parr. 
S. LeFanu: Uncle Silas 2 v. 

Guy Deverell a v. 

Mark Lemon: Wait for the 

End a v. Loved at Last a ▼. Falkner 
Lyle a v. Leyton Hall a v. Golden 
Fetters a v, 

Charles Lever: The O'Do- 
noghueiv. The Knight of Gwynne 

3 ▼. Arthur O'Leary 2 y. The 
Confessions of Harry Lorrequer 
2y. Charles O'Malley 3 y. Tom 
Burke of * * Ours " 3 v. Jack Hin- 
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ton 2 V. The Daltons 4 v. The 
Dodd Family abroad 3 v. The 
Martins of Cro* Martin 3 v. The 
Fortunes of Glencore 2 v. Ro- 
land Cashel 3 v. Davenport 
Dunn 3 V. Con Cregan 2 v. 
One of Them 2 v. Maurice Tier- 
nay 2 V. Sir Jasper Carew 2 v. 
Barrington 2 v. A Day*s Ride: 
a Life's Romance 2 v. Luttrell 
of Arran 2 v. Tony Butler 2 v. 
Sir Brook Fossbrooke 2 v. The 
Bramleighs of Bishop's Folly 2 v. 
A Rent in a Cloud I V. That Boy 
of Norcott*s I V. St. Patrick's 
Eve ; Paul Gosslett's Confessions 
I V. Lord Kilgobbin 2 v. 

G.H. Lewes: Ranthorpeiv. 
Physiology of Common Life 2 v. 
On A ctors and the Art of Acting I V. 

E. Lynn Linton: Joshua Da- 
vidson I V. Patricia Kemball 2 v. 
Atonement of Learn Dundas 2 v. 
The World well Lost 2 V. Under 
which Lord? 2 V. With a Silken 
Thread etc. IT. Todhnntera'atLoanin' 
Head etc. x ▼. " My Love I *' a v. 

Laurence W. M. Lockhart: 
Mine is Thine 2 v. 

Longfellow: Poetical Works 
(w. portrait) 3 v. The Divine Comedy 
of Dante Alighieri 3 v. ITIie New- 
England Tragedies x ▼. The Divine 
Tragedy x v. Three Books of Song 
I V. llie Masque of Pandora i v. 

M.Lonsdale: Sister Dora i v. 

A Lost Battie 2 v. 

Lutfullah: Autobiography of 
LutfaUah, by Eastwick i v. 

Lord Lytton: vide Bulwer, 

Robert Lord Lytton (Owen 
Meredith) : Poems 2 v. Fables 
in Song 2 v. 

Lord Macaulay: History of 



England (w. portrait) loy. Criti- 
cal and Historical Essays 5 v. Lays 
of Ancient Rome i v. Speeches 
2 V. Biographical Essays i v. 
William Pitt, Atterbuiy IV. (See 
also Trevelyan). 

Justin McCarthy: Waterdale 

Neighbours a v. Lady Disdain sv. 
Miss Misanthrope a v. A History of 
our own Times 5 V. Donna Quixote 9 ▼. 

George MacDonald: Alec 

Forbes of Howglen a v. Annals of a 
Quiet Neighbourhood a v. David 
Elginbrod a v. The Vicar's Daugh- 
ter 9 y. Malcolm a y. St. George and 
St. Michael a v. The Marquis of ^-r*,^ 
ay. Sir Gibbie a v. Mary Marbton ay. 
The Gifts of the Oiild Christ, etc. zy. 

Mrs.Mackamess: Sunbeam 

Stories z y. A Peerless Wife a y. 
A Mingled Yam 3 y. 

Charles McKnight: Old Fort 

Duquesne a y. 

Norman Macleod: The old 
Lieutenant and his Son i v. 
Mrs. Macquoid: Patty 2 v. 

Miriam's Marriage 3 y. Pictures across 
the C3iannel a y. Too Soon z y. My 
Story 3 y. Diane a v. Beside the 
Riyer 3 v. A Faithful Lover a ▼. 

'* Mademoiselle Mori/' Au- 
thor of — Mademoiselle Mori 2 V. 
Denise i v. Madame Fontenoy 
I V. On the Edge of the Storm i v. 
The Atelier du Lys 2 v. 

Lord Mahon : vide Stanhope. 

£. S. Maine: Scarscliff Rocks 



a y. 



R.BlachfordMansfield: The 

Log of the Water Lay z r. 

Marmome i v. 

Capt.Marryat: Jacob Faith- 
ful (w. portrait) i v. Percival 
Keene i v. Peter Simple i ▼. 
Japhet I V. Monsieur Violet i v. 
The Settlers i v. The Mission 
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1 V. The Privateer*s-Man i v. 
The Children (rf the New-Forest 
I V. Valerie I v. Mr. Midshipman 
Easy I V. The King*s Own i v. 

Florence Marryat: Love's 

Conflict a v. For Ever and Ever 
a V. The Confessions of Gerald 
Estcourt a v. Nelly Brooke a v. 
Vdronique a v. Petronel a v. Her 
Lord and Master a v. The Prey of the 
Gods I v. Life of Captain 'iAsary^.t x v. 
MadDumaresq a v. No Intentions a v. 
Fighting the Air a v. A Star and a 
Heart x ▼. The Poison of Asps x v. A 
Lucky Disappointment x v. My own 
Child a v. Her Father's Name a V. A 
Harvest of Wild Oats a v. A Little 
Stepson I V. Written in Fire a v. Her 
World against a Lie a v. A Broken 
Blossom a v. The Root of all Evil a v. 
The Fair-haired Aldaav. With Cupid's 
Eyes a v. My Sister the Actress a v. 
Phyllidaav. HowTheyLovedHimav. 

Mrs. Marsh: Ravenscliffe2v. 
Emilia Wyndham a v. Castle Avon 

2 V. Aubrey a v. The Heiress of 
Haughton a v. Evelyn Marston a v. 
The Kose of Ashurst a v. 

Emma Marshall: Mrs. Main- 

waring's Journal i v. Benvennta x v. 
Lady Alice x v. 

Helen Mathers: "Cherry 

Ripe I" a ▼. •* Land o* the Leal " i v. 
My Lady Green Sleeves a v. As he 
comes up the Stair, etc. x v. 

Mehalah i v. 

Whyte Melville: Kate Cov- 
entry x ▼. Holmby House a v. 
Digby Grand x v. Good for No- 
thing a v. The Queen's Maries a v. 
The Gladiators a v. The Brookes 
of Bridlemere a v. Cerise a v. The 
Interpreter a v. The White Rose a v. 
M. or N. X V. Contraband; or A 
loosing Hazard x v. Sarchedon a v. 
Unde John a v. Katerfelto x v. Sister 
Louise X V. Rosine x v. Roy^s Wife 
a V. Black but Comely a ▼. Riding 
Recollections x v. 

George Meredith: The Or- 
deal of Feverel a v. Beauchamp's 
Csureer a v. The Tragic Comedians x ▼. 



Owen Meredith : videKahtri 
Lord Lytton. 

Milton: Poetical Works i v. 
Miss Florence Montgomery: 

Misimderstood x v. Thrown Together 
a V. Thwarted x v. Wild Mike x v. 
Seaforth a v. 

"Molly Bawn," Author of— 

Molly Bawn a v. Mrs. Geoffirey a v. 
Faith and Un&ith a v. 

Moore: Poetical Works (w. 
portrait) 5 v. 

Lady Morgan^s Memoirs 3 v. 

Henry Morley: Of English 
Literature in the Reign of 
"Victoria. With Facsimiles of the 
Signatures of Authors in the 
Tauchnitz Edition [v. 2000]. 

E. C. Grenville iMurray : The 

Member for Paris a v. Young Brown 
a V. The Boudoir Cabal 3 v. French 
Pictures in English Chalk (ist Series) 
av. The Russians of To-day XV. French 
Pictures in English Chalk (and Series) 
a y. Strange Tales i v. That Artful 
Vicar a v. Six Months in the Banks x v. 

" My little Lady/' Author of-^ 
vide E. Frances Poynter. 
New Testament [v. 1000]. 
Mrs.Newby: Common Sense 

a V. 

Dr. J. H. Newman : Callista i v. 
"NinaBalatka," Authorof— 
vide Anthony TroUope. 

"No Church," Author of-No 

Church a v. Owen : — a Waif a v. 

Lady Augusta Noel: From 

Generation to Generation x v. 

Hon. Mrs. Norton: Stuart of 

Dunleath a v. Lost and Saved a v. 
Old Sir Douglas a v. 

Novels andTales videVLoust-^ 
hold Words. 
Not Easily Jealous 2 v. 
Mrs. Oliphant: Passages in 

the Life of Mrs. Margaret Mait- 
land of Sunnyside x v. The Last 
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of the Mortimen s ▼. Agnes % v. 
Madonna Mary a ▼. The Minia^ 
ter's Wife a ▼. The Rector, and 
the Doctor's Family z ▼. Salem 
Chapel a ▼. The Perpetual Cu- 
rate a V. Miss Maijonbanks a v. 
Ombra a ▼. Memoir of Count de 
Montalembert a v. May a ▼. In- 
nocent a ▼. For Love and Life a v. 
A Rose in June x ▼. The Story ofValen- 
tine and his Brother a v. Whiteladies 
av. The Curate in Charge xv. Phoebe, 
Junior a v. Mrs. Arthur a v. Caritk a ▼. 
Young Musgrave a ▼. The Primrose 
Path a V. Widitn the Precincts 3 v. 
The greatest Heiress in England a v. 
He that will not when he may a v. 
Harry Joscelyn a ▼. In TVust a ▼. 

Ossian: Poems i v. 

Ouida: Idalia2v. Tricotrin2T. 
Puck2v. Chandos2v. Strathmore 
2v. Under two Flags 2 V. Folle- 
Farine 2 v. A Leaf in the Storm ; 
A Dog of Flanders & other Stories 
I V. Cecil Castlemaine's Gage I t. 
Madame la Marquise I v. Pascar^l 
2 V. Held in Bondage 2 v. Two 
little Wooden Shoes i v. Signa 
(w. portrait) 3 v. In a Winter 
City I V. AriadnS 2 v. Friend- 
ship 2 V. Moths 3 ▼. Pipistrello 
IV. A Village Commune 2 V. In 
Maremma 3 v. Bimbi i v. 

Miss Parr (Holme Lee) : Basil 
Godfrey's Caprice a v. For Richer, 
for Poorer a v. The Beautiful Miss 
Barrington a v. Her Title of Honour 
T ▼. Echoes of a Famous Year i v. 
Katherine's Trial x v. Bessie Fairfiuc 
2 V. Ben Milner's Weoing x ▼. 
Straightforward a v. Mrs. Denys of 
Cote ay. A Poor Squire z v. 

Mrs. Parr: Dorothy Fox i v. 
The Prescotts of Pamphillon a v. 
Gosau Smithy x ▼. Robin a v. 

"Paul FerrolV Author of— 

Paul FerroU x v. Year after Year x ▼. 
Why Paul FerroU killed his Wife z ▼. 

James Payn: Found Dead 

z ▼. Gwendoline's Harvest x v. 



Like Father, like Son « ▼. Not 
Wooed, but Won a ▼. Cecfl's Tkyst 
z ▼. A Woman's Vengeance s ▼. 
Murphy's Master z v. In tiie Heart 
of a Hill z ▼. At Her Mercy s t. 
The Best of Husbands a ▼. Wal- 
ter's Word a ▼. Hadves a v. FaUcn 
Fortunes a v. What He cost Her s t. 
By Proxy a v. Less Black than we're 
Painted a v. Under one Roof 9 ▼. 
High Spirits x ▼. High Spirits (Second 
Series) z v. A Confidential Agent 9 ▼. 
From Exile a ▼. A Grape firam a 
Thorn a ▼. Some Private Views x ▼. 
For Cash Only a v. 

MissFr.M.Peard: One Year 

•▼. The Rose-Garden z V. Unawares 
z V. Thorpe Regis z ▼. A Winter 
Story x V. A Madngal z v. Cartouche 
z V. Mother Molly z v. Schloss and 
Town a v. 

Bishop Percy: Reliques of 

Ancient English Poetry 3 v. 

Pope: Select Poetical Works 

(w. portrait) z v. 

E.FrancesPoynter: My little 
Lady 2 v. Ersilia 2 v. Among 
the Hills I V. 

Mrs. £• Prentiss: Stepping 
Heavenward i ▼• 

The Prince Consort's 
Speeches and Addresses I v. 

Horace N. Pym : vuU C Fox. 

W. F. Rae: Westward by 

Rail z ▼. 

Charles Reade: "It is never 
too late to mend" 2 v. * *Love me 
little, love me long" i v. The 
Cloister and the Hearth 2 v. 
Hard Cash 3 v. Put Yourself in 
his Place 2 v. A Terrible Temp- 
tation 2 V. P^ Woffington i v. 
Christie Johnstone I v. A Simple- 
ton 2 v. The Wandering Heir IV. 
A Woman-Hater a v. Readiana z v. 

"Recommended to Mercy," 
Author of — Recommended to 
Mercy 2 v. Zoe's ' Brand ' 2 v. 
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Alfred Bate Richards: So 
very Human 3 v. 

Richardson: Clarissa Har- 
lowe 4 V. 

Mrs.Riddell(F.G.Trafford): 
Geo]^e Geith of Fen Court 2 v. 
Maxwell Drewitt 2 v. The Race 
for Wealth 2 V. Far above Rubies 

2 V. The EarPs Promise 2 v. 
Mortomley's Estate 2 v. 

Rev. W. Robertson: Ser- 
mons 4 V. 

Charles H. Ross : The Pretty 

Widow I V. A London Romance 2 v. 

Dante Gabriel Rossetti : 

Poems X ▼. Ballads and Sonnets i v. 

J.Ruffini: Lavinia2v. Doctor 
Antonio iv. Lorenzo Benoni iv. 
Vincenzo 2 v. A Quiet Nook i v. 
The Paragreens on a Visit to Paris 
I V. Carlino and other Stories I v. 

W. Clark Russell : A Sailor*s 

Sweetheart 2. V. The "Lady Maud" 3T. 

G. A. Sala: The Seven Sons 
of Mammon 9 v. 

John Saunders : Israel Mort, 

Overman 9 v. The Shipowner's 
Daughter 9 v. 

Katherine Saunders: Joan 

Merryweather and other Tales z v. 
Gideon's Rock z v. The High Mills 

3 V. Sebastian z v. 

Sir Walter Scott: Waverley 

(w. portrait) z v. The Antiquary z ▼. 
Ivanhoe z v. Kenilworth i v. Quentin 
Durward z v. Old Mortality z ▼. 
Guy Mannering z v. Rob Roy z v. 
The Pirate x v. The Fortunes of Nigel 
1 V. The Black Dwarf; A Legend of 
Montrose x v. The Bride of Lanuner- 
moor X V. The Heart of Mid-Lothian 
9 ▼. The Monastery z v. The 
Abbot z V. Peveril of the Peak 9 v. 
The Poetical Works 9 v. Woodstock 
I V. The Fair Maid of Perth z v. 
Anne of Geierstein x v. 

Professor Seeley: Life and 
Times of Stein 4 vols. 



Miss Sewell: Amy Herbert 

2 V. Ursula 2 v. A Glimpse of 

the World 2 v. The Journal of a 
Home Life 9 v. After Life 9 v. The 
Experience of Life; or. Aunt Sarah 9 v. 

Shakespeare : Plays and 

Poems (w. portrait) (Second 

Edition) compl. 7 v. 

Shakespear^s Plays may also be 
had in 37 numbers, at M. 0,30. 
each number. 

Doubtful Plays i v. 

Shelley: A Selection from his 
Poems I v. 

Nathan Sheppard: Shut up 
in Paris (Second Edition^ en- 
larged) I V. 

Sheridan :DramaticWorks i v. 

J. Henry Shorthouse: John 
Inglesant 2 v. 

Smollett: The Adventures of 
Roderick Random i v. The Ex- 
pedition of Humphry Clinker i v. 
The Adventures of Peregrine 
Pickle 2 v. 

EarlStanhope (Lord Mahon): 
Plistory of England 7 v. The 
Reign of Queen Anne 2 v. 

Sterne : The life andOpinions 
of Tristram Shandy I v. A Senti- 
mental Journey (W. portrait) i v. 

"Still Waters," Author of— 
Still Waters i v. Dorothy I v. 
De Cressy i v. Uncle Ralph I v. 
Maiden Sisters I v. Martha Brown 
I V. Vanessa I v. 

M. C. Stirling : Two Tales of 
Married Life 9 v. Vol. II, A True Man, 
Vol. I. vide G. M. Craik. 

"The Story of -Elizabeth," 
Author of— V. Miss Thackeray. 

Mrs. H. Beecher Stowe: 
Uncle Tom-s Cabin (w. portrait) 
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2 V. A Key to Uncle Tom's Cabin 
2v. Dred 2 v. The Minister's 
Wooing I V. Oldtown Folks 2 v. 

"Sunbeam Stories/* Author 
Qf — vide Mackamess. 

Swift: Gulliver's Travels i v. 

Baroness Tautphoeus: Cy- 
rilla2v. The Initials 2 v. Quits 
2 V. At Odds 2 V. 

Colonel Meadows Taylor: 
Tara : a Mahratta Tale 3 v. 

Templeton: Diary & Notes iv. 

Tennyson: Poetical Works 7v. 
Queen Mary I v. Harold I v. 
Ballads and other Poems I v. 

W. M. Thackeray: Vanity 
Fair 3 v. The History of Pen- 
dennis3v. Miscellanies 8 v. The 
History of Henry Esmond 2 v. 
The English Htunourists x v. The New- 
comes 4V. The Virginians 49. The Four 
Georges; Lovel the Widower xv. The 
Adventtures ofPhilipay. Denis Duval 
XV. Roundabout Papers sv. Catherine 
XV. The Irish Sketch Book a V. The 
Paris Sketch Book (w. portrait) a v. 

Miss Thackeray: The Story of 
Elizabeth IV. The Village on the 
Cliff I V. Old Kensington 2 v. Blue- 
beard*sKeys I V. Five Old Friends 
Miss Angel x v. Out of the 



I ▼. 



World X v. FuUfiun Lawn x v. From 
an Island x v. Da Capo x v. Madame, 
de S^vign^ x v. 

Thomas a Kempis: The 
Imitation of Christ I v. 

A. Thomas : Denis Donne 2 v. 
On Guard 2 V. Walter Goring 2 v. 
Played out 2 v. Called to Account 
2 V. Only Herself 2 v. A nar- 
row Escape 2 v. 

Thomson: Poetical Works 
(with portrait) I v, 

F. G. Trafford: vide Mrs. 
RiddelL 



G. O. Trevelyan: The Life 
and Letters of Lord Macauky 
(w. portrait) 4V. Selections from 
the Writings of Lord Macanlay 

2V. 

Trois-Etoiles: wde Murray. 

Anthony Trollope: Doctor 

Thome 2 v. The Bertrams 

2 V. The Warden i v. Barchester 
Towers 2 v. Castle Richmond 2 v. 
The West Indies i v. Framley 
Parsonage 2 v. North America 

3 v. OrleyFarm 3 V. Rachel Ray 

2 V. The Small House at Ailing- 
ton 3 V. Can you foi^ve her? 
3v. TheBeltonEstate2v. Nina 
Balatka I v. The Last Chronicle 
of Barset 3 v. The Claverings 2 v. 
Phineas Finn 3 v. He knew he 
was Right 3 V. TheVicarofBull- 
hampton2v. Sir Harry Hotspur 
of Humblethwaite I v. Ralph the 
Heir 2 v. The Golden Lion of 
Granpereiv. Australia and New 
Zealand 3 v. Lady Anna 2 v. 
Harry Heathcote of Gangoil i v. 
The Way we live now 4 v. The 
Prime Minister 4 v. The Ameri- 
can Senator 3 v. South Africa 2 v. 
Is he Popenjoy? 3 V. An Eye for an 
Eye X V. John Caldigate 3 v. Cousin 
Henry x v. The Duke's Children 3 V. 
Dr. Wortle's School x v. Ayala's Angel 
3V. The Fixed Period IV. Marion Fay 

3 V. Kept in the Dark x v. 

T.Adolphus Trollope: The 

Garstangs of Garstang Grange a y. 
A Siren 2 v. 

Mark Twain: The Adven- 
tures of Tom Sawyer x v. The In- 
nocents Abroad; or, theNewPflgrims' 
Progress a v. A Tramp Abroad a v. 
"Roughing it" x v. The Innocents 
at Home x v. The Prince and the 
Pauper s v. The Stolen White Ele- 
phant, etc. X V. 
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The Two Cosmos i v. 

"V^ra,** Author of— Vera iv. 
The Hdtel du Petit St. Jean I v. 
Blue Roses 2 ▼. Within Sound 
of the Sea 2 ▼. 

Virginia i v. 

L.B. Walford: Mr. Smith 2 v. 
Pauline 2 V. Cousins 2 v. Trouble- 
some Daughters 2 v. 

Mackenzie Wallace : Russia 

Eliot Warburton: The Cres- 
cent and the Cross 2 v. Darien2v. 

S. Warren : Passages from the 
Diary ofa late Physician 2 V. Ten 
Thousand a- Year 3 v. Now and 
Then x v. The LOy and the Bee i ▼. 

"Waterdale Neighbours/' 
Author of — vide J. McCarthy, 

Miss Wetherell: The wide, 
wide World IV. Queechy2v, The 
Hills of the Shatemuc 2 ▼• Say 
andSeal2v. The01dHelmet2v. 

A Whim and its Consequences 

Walter White: .Holidays in 

Tyrol X v. 

"Who Breaks— Pays/' Au- 
thor of — vide Mrs. Jenkin. 

Mrs. Henry Wood: East 
Lynne 3 v. The Channings 
2v. Mrs. Halliburton's Troubles 
2 V. Vemer's Pride 3 v. The 
Shadow of Ashlydyat 3 v. Trevlyn 
Hold 2 V. LordOakbum'sDaugh- 
ters 2 V. Oswald Cray 2 v. Mildred 
Arkell 2 ▼. St. Martin's Eve 2 v. 
Elster'sFolly2v. Lady Adelaide's 
Oath 2 v. Orville College i v. A 
Life's Secret IV. The Red Court 



Farm 2 v. Annd Hereford 2 v. 
Roland Yorke 2 V. GeoigeCanter- 
bury's Will 2 v. Bessy Rane 2 v. 
Dene Hollow 2 v. The Foggy 
Night at OfTord etc. i v. Within 

the Maze 2 v. The Master of 
Greylands av. Johnny Ludlow {Firti 
Series) a ▼. Told in the Twilight 
a V. Adam Grainger x v. Edina a ▼. 
Pomexoy Abhey a v. Lost in ttxe Post 
etc. By Johnny Ludlow x ▼. A Tale 
of Sin etc By Johnny Ludlow x v. 
Anne etc. By Johnny Ludlow z ▼. 
Court Netherleigh a v. 

Wordsworth: Select Poetical 
Works 2 V. 

Lascelles Wraxall: Wild 
Oats I V. 

Edm. Yates: Land at Last 

2 V. Broken to Harness 2 v. 

The Forlorn Hope 2 v. Black 

Sheep 2 V. The Rock Ahead 
a V. Wrecked in Port a ▼. Dr. 
Wainwnght** Patient a v. No- 
body's Fortune a v. Castaway a ▼. 
A Waiting Race a ▼. The Yellow Flag 
av. The Impending Sword av. Two, 
by Tricks x v. A Sdent Witness a t. 

Miss Yonge: The Heir of 
RedclyfTe 2 v. Heartsease 2 v. 
The Daisy Chain 2 v. Dynevor 
Terrace 2 v. Hopes and Fears 
2 V. The Young Step-Mother 
2v. The Trial 2 V, The Clever 
Woman of the Family 2 v. The 
Dove in the Eagle's Nest 2 v. 
The Danvers Papers ; the Prince and 
the Page x ▼. The Chaplet of Pearls 
a ▼. The two Guardians x v. The 
Caged Lion a ▼. The Pillars of the 
House 5 V. Lady Hester x ▼. My 
Young Alddes a ▼. The Three Brides 
9v. Womankind a V. Magnum Bonum 
a ▼. Love and life x v. Unknown 
to History a v. 
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B.Aaerbach: On the Heights. 
TransLbyF. E.'Bunnett Second 
Authorized Edition, thoroughly 
revised, 3 V. Brigitta. From the 
German by C. Bell, I v. Spinoza. 
FromtheGermanbyNicholson, a v. 

G. Ebers: An Egyptian Prin- 
cess. Translated byE. Grove, 2 v. 
Uarda. From the German by Bell, 
2 V. Homo Sum. From the Ger- 
man by Bell, 2 v. The Sisters. 
From the German by Bell, 2 v. 

Foaqa6: Undine, Sintram, etc. 
Translated byF. £. Bunnett, i v. 

Ferdinand Freiligrath: 
Poems. From the German. 
Edited by his Daughter. Second 
Copyright Edition, enlarged, iv. 

W.GSrlach: Prince Bismarck 
(with Portrait). From the Ger- 
man by Miss M. E. vonGlehn, iv. 

Goethe: Faust From the Ger- 
man by Johri Anster, LL.D. i v. 
Wilhelm Meister's Apprentice- 
ship. From the German by 
Eleanor Grove, 2 v. 

K. Gutzkow: Through Night 
to Light. From the German by 
M. A. Faber, i v. 

F. W. Hacklander: Behind 
the Counter [Handel u.Wandel]. 
From the German by Howitt, I v. 

W.Hauff: Three Tales. From 
the German by M. A. Faber, i v. 

P. Heyse: L'Arrabiata and 
other Tales. From the German 
by M. Wilson, I v. The Dead 
Lake and other Tales. From the 
German by Mary Wilson, I v. 
Barbarossa and other Tales. From 
the German by L. C. S., I v. 



Wilhelmine von HiUem: 
The Vulture Maiden [die Geier- 
Wally]. From the German by 
C. Bell and E, F. Poynter, i v. 
The Hour will come. From the 
Gennan by Clara Bell, 2 v. 

S. Kohn: Gabriel A Stoiy 
of the Jews in Prague. From the 
German by A. Milman, M. A., I V. 

G. £. Lessing: Nathan the 
Wise and Emilia GalottL The 
former transl. by W. Taylor, the 
latter by Chas. Lee Lewes, i v. 

E.Marlitt: The Princess of the 
Moor [das Haideprinzesschen^ 

2 V. 

Maria Nathusius: Joachim 
von Kamem and Diary of a poor 
young Lady. From the Gexinan 
by Miss Thompson, i v. 

Fritz Reuter: In the Year '13 : 
TransL from the Platt-Deutsdi 
by Chas. Lee Lewes, i v. An 
old Story of my Farming Days 
[Ut mine Stromtid]. From the 
German by M. W. Macdowall, 3V. 

Jean Paul Friedr. Riditer: 
Flower, Fruit and Thorn Pieces: 
or the Married Life, Death, and 
Wedding of the Advocate of the 
Poor, Firmian Stanislaus Sieben- 
kas. Translated from the Ger- 
man by E. H. NoeI» 2 v. 

J. V. Scheffel: Ekkehaid. A 
Tsdeofthe tenth Century. Trans- 
lated from the German by Sofie 
Delfis, 2 v. 

H. Zschokke : The Princess of 
Brunswick - Wolfenbuttel and 
other Tales. From the German 
by M. A. Faber, i v. 
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Series for the Young. 

Lady Barker: Stories About 
With Frontispiece, i v. 

Louisa Charlesworth: Mi- 
nistering Children. With Frontis- 
piece, I V. 

Mrs. Craik (Miss Mulock): 
Our Year. Illustrated by C. 
Dobell, I V. Three Tales for 
Boys. With a Frontispiece by 
B. Plockhorst, I v. Three Tales 
for Girls. With a Frontispiece 
by B. Plockhorst, i v. 

Mss G. M. Craik: Cousin 
Trix. With a Frontispiece by 
B. Plockhorst, i v. 

Maria Edgeworth: Moral 
Tales. With a Frontispiece by 
B. Plockhorst, I v. Popular 
Tales. With a Frontispiece by 
B. Plockhorst, 2 v. 

Bridget & Julia Kavanagh: 
ThePearlFountain. WithaFron- 
tispiece by B. Plockhorst, i v, 

Charles and Mary Lamb: 
Tales from Shakspeare. With 
the Portrait of Shakspeare, i v. 

Captain Marryat: Master- 
man Ready; or, the Wreck of the 
Pacific. With Frontispiece, i v. 

Florence Montgomery: The 
Town-Crier; to which is added: 
The Children with the Indian- 
Rubber Ball, I V. 



--Each volume 1 Mark 60 Pf» 

Ruth and her Friends. A Story 
for Girls. With Frontispiece, 1 v. 

Mrs. Henry Wood: William 

Allair; or. Running away to Sea. 
Frontispiece from a Drawing by F. 
Gilbert, 1 V. 

Miss Yonge: Kenneth; or, 
the Rear-Guard of the Grand 
Army. With Frontispiece, i v. 
The Little Duke. Ben Sylvester's 
Word. With a Frontispiece by 
B. Plockhorst, iv. TheStokesley 
Secret With a Frontispiece by 
B. Plockhorst, I v. Countess 
Kate. With Frontispiece, i v. 
A Book of Golden Deeds. With 
a Frontispiece by B. Plockhorst, 
2v. FriarswoodPost-Office. With 
Frontispiece, I v. Henrietta's 
Wish; or, Domineering. A Tale. 
With a Frontispiece by B. Plock- 
horst, I V. Kings of England: 
A History for the Young. With 
Frontispiece, i v. The Lknces of 
Lynwood; the Pigeon Pie. With 
Frontispiece, i v. P*s and Q's. 
With Frontispiece, i v. Aunt 
Charlotte's Stories of English 
History. With Frontispiece, iv. 
Bye-WOTds. With a Frontispiece 
by B. Plockhorst, i v. Lads and 
Lasses of Langley; Sowing and 
Sewing. With a Frontispiece by 
B. Plockhorst, iv. 



Tauchnitz Manuals of Conversation. 

Eacli hound JL 2^25. 



Neues Handbuch der EngU- 

scken Conversationssprache von 
A. SMessing. 

A new Manual of the German 

Language of Conversation by 
A. SchUssing. 



Neues Handbuch der Franzo- 

sischen Conversationssprache von 
L. RoUin. 

Nouveau Manuel de la Con- 
versation AUentmnde par MM. 
L, RoUin et Wolfgang iVebtr. 



Tauchnitz Dictionaries; 

A complete Dictionary of the English and GermaD 
languages for general use. By JV. James, Twehty-ninth 
Stereotype Edition, crown 8vo sewed Mark 4,50. 

A complete Dictionary of the English and Frencli 

languages . for general use. By W. James and A, Mole,- 
Twelf&i Stereotype Edition, crown 8vo sewed Mark 6,00. 
A complete Dictionary of the English and Italian 

languages for general use. By W. James and Gius, Grassi. 

Ninth Stereotype Edition, crown 8vo sewed Mark 5,00. 
A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and German 

languages. By y. E, Wessely, Eleventh Stereotype Edition. 

i6mo sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2,25. 
A Ne.w Pocket Dictionary of the English and French 

languages. By J, E.fVessefy. Eleventh Stereotype Edition. 

i6mo sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2,25. 
A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and Italian 

languages. By J, E, Wessely, Ninth Stereotype Edition. 

i6mo sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2,25. 

A New Pocket Dictionary of the English and Spanish 
languages. By J, E. Wessely and A, Girones. Eighth Stereo- 
type Edition. i6mo sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2,25. 

A New Pocket Dictionary of the French and German 
languages. By J. E. Wessely, Third Stereotype EditiojL 
i6mo. sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2,25. 

A New Pocket Dictionary of the Italian and German lan- 
guages. By (7. Locella. Second Stereotype Edition. i6mo 
sewed Mark i^So. bound Mark 2,25. 

A New Dictionary of the Latin and English languages. 
Fourth Stereot.£d. i6mo sewed Mark 1,50. bound Mark 2, 25. 

Technological Dictionary in the French, English and 
German languages, containing about 90,000 technical terms em- 
ployed in more than 250 departments of industry, by A, Tolhau- 
sen, of the Patent Office, London. Revised and augmented byZ. Tol- 
Aausen, French Consul General. Complete in three Parts, crown 
8vo sewed Mark 24,00. Each Part (French, German, English 
[Second Edition] — English, German, French [Second Edition]^ 
German, English, French [Second Edition]) sold separately at the 
rate of Mark 8,oo. 

A Hebrew and Chaldee Lexicon to the Old Testament 
By Dr. Ju/ius Fiirst, Fourth Edition. Translated from the 
German by Samuel Davidson, Royal 8vo sewed Mark 19,0a 

BERNHARD TAUCHNITZ, LEIPZIG; 

AND SOU) 0Y ALL BOOKSSLLBBS. 



